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The credits play. White letters on a black screen. A roaring rap song plays over the credits. As the last credits play, another rap song starts on the soundtrack.




“1995”




“New York City”








CUT TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN-TENEMENTS-TRIBECA-DAY

Children play in the streets against the glaring, hot sun. They play with red bouncy balls as an elderly woman sits on a stoop and watches them. 








CUT TO:

EXT. WASHINGTON SQUARE PARK-SAME

An average day at Washington Square Park. Wannabe hippies dancing to the sounds of African drums. People smoking cigarettes, some smoking weed. The sun shines it’s intense glare upon the people. The rap starts up again on the soundtrack.








CUT TO:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL-DAY

A teacher is giving a lecture in AP Psychology class. The teacher is tall and in his fifties. PHIL “PHIL” Stone, white, 17, is sitting   in his desk taking notes. Phil has short dark brown hair. Behind PHIL is Tim “Slim” Richitt, 17, black, sort of cool looking. And next to Slim is Manuel “Manni” Garcia, 17, Spanish and tan. They are all diligently taking notes.

Manni, distracted from his notes, begins writing a scrap of paper. He folds the paper, taps Slim’s shoulder, and hands it to him. Manni nods to PHIL; Slim takes a look at it, slightly chuckles, and taps Phil’s shoulder. PHIL turns around and Slim passes him the note. The film does an extreme of the note in Phil’s hand.




“This shit is so fucking boring, man. I



bet you I could teach this fool about 



neurological disorders.”

Phil slightly laughs and he writes something on the back of the note. PHIL then hands it to Tim, who looks at it, laughs, and then hands it to Manni. The film does an extreme close up of the note in Manni’s hands.




“That’s why I have an A and you have a B.



Cause I find this shit interesting.”

PHIL turns around to Manni. Manni mouths “Nerd” and PHIL slightly, but quietly, laughs. PHIL turns back around. Loud rap continues on the soundtrack.




PHIL



(voiceover)



It was the summer of 1995. School was almost


out.








CUT TO:

INT. A.P. CHEMISTRY CLASSROOM-SAME

PHIL sits in AP Chemistry class taking a test. The room is your typical chemistry lab type of room. We close up to some of the complicated problems on the test. 




PHIL



(voiceover)



The last A.P. Chemistry test.

PHIL picks grabs the test from the desk, gets up from the desk, and walks to the teacher’s desk. The teacher is bald and is wearing a white lab coat. He sets it on the teacher’s desk.








CUT TO:

INT. A.P. ENGLISH LANGUAGE AND COMPOSTION CLASS-SAME

PHIL is typing on a typewriter in the English class.




PHIL



(voiceover)



The last A.P. Language essay.








CUT TO:

INT. A.P. U.S. HISTORY CLASS-SAME

PHIL sits next to students, whose desks are aligned into one big circle. They are all in probing class discussion. Ms. Antoine or “Mrs. A”, 30, is the teacher standing up moderating the discussion. She has short, light brown hair and is wearing glasses. She looks uncomfortable in the glasses, though. PHIL is actively participating in the discussion.




PHIL



(voiceover)



The last heated debate in A.P. U.S. History 


moderated by Ms. Antoine.








CUT TO:

INT. NIGHTINGALE BAMFORD SCHOOL-ENGLISH CLASS-SAME

Nicole, 16, blonde, sits in class, wearing a uniform, listening to a lecture.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



The last day of my sophomore year and the last 


day of the beginning of my former life.








CUT TO:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL-A.P. PSYCHICS CLASS-SAME
Erika Williams, 16,white, Benjamin Ruiz, Mexican, 17, and Stuey Peters, 17, black are all sitting in desks in the front row of an A.P. Psychics class. The teacher is a brunette female. She is giving a long lecture. We close-up to Stuey face as he takes note. 




STUEY



(voiceover)



It was the last day of A.P. Psychics lectures. 


The last day that anybody would ever be the 


same.








CUT TO:

EXT. FRONT ENTRANCE OF SCHOOL-AFTERNOON

The final bell is ringing loudly. A crowd of students are flocking out of the school. We center on PHIL, Slim, and Manni as they walk out. Also walking out is Erika, Ben, and Stuey.




PHIL



(voiceover)



It was the beginning of the summer of 95. The


music was hot.

The R&B that has been playing on the soundtrack gets louder.




PHIL



(voiceover)



The girls were hot.

CU to some cute girl’s butts as they walk from the school to the street.




PHIL



(voiceover)



The weather was hot.

CU of the gleaming sun.




PHIL



(voiceover)



Everything was hot.








CUT TO:

EXT. TRIBECA STREET-AFTERNOON

Slim, PHIL, and Manni are walking down a semi crowded sidewalk. Their talking becomes drowned out by Phil’s narration.

PHIL



(voiceover)



My name is Phillip Stone, but everyone calls me


PHIL. I’m seventeen and I just finished my 


junior year of high school. These two 



knuckleheads next to me are to my two good 


friends: Tim Richitt a.k.a Slim is funny the


looking black dude next to me.

We close up to Tim as he is walking and talking. His talking is indistinct. 




PHIL



(voiceover)



He’s a cool dude, smart, like the rest of us.


He knows me well enough to be the ying to my 


yang. 

CU of Manni walking and talking, then back to the whole group.




PHIL



(voiceover)

And the hyperactive active looking, Spanish dude next to me was Manuel Garcia a.k.a Manni. Manni is slick with the ladies. An attribute that helps us in more ways than one. Our lives are somewhat trivial to our surroundings of Manhattan, but that makes try harder. So, we act ghetto and we talk shit. Were smart, we get straight A’s. But, we act like were dumb, because it’s the way of the world. Everyone dumbs themselves down a little. It’s the only way the world will accept you.

They turn a corner and they’re talking can be heard now.




MANNI



Oh, man, I’m fucking happy school’s over. Time


to chill.




SLIM



I know. I’ve been bugging forever, man. It’s 


time to chill.




PHIL



Yo, we gotta get jobs this summer.




MANNI



Jobs...for what?




PHIL



Fucking money, man. I need some dough.




SLIM



Hey, I got dough.




MANNI



Your sister’s piggy bank doesn’t count.

PHIL laughs.




SLIM



Fuck you, I have my own money.




PHIL



How much?

Slim pauses before he answers.




SLIM



Two dollars.




MANNI



Where are we gonna get jobs at?




PHIL



I don’t know.

They stop at an intersection. PHIL presses a crosswalk.




MANNI



Yo, all I want to do this summer is chill, get 


some girls, and-




(gestures)



do some hardcore fucking.




SLIM



Some hardcore fucking on your hand.

Slim and PHIL laugh. They cross the street.




PHIL



Hey, why don’t we get jobs at the pool?




SLIM



Doesn’t Rachel work at the pool?




MANNI



Rachel who?




SLIM



Rachel Hernandez.




PHIL



Yeah, I think so. Why? Do you like her?

They step off the street and begin walking down another sidewalk.




SLIM



I don’t like her, she’s cute.




MANNI



Nice ass.




PHIL



You want to fuck her, Slim?




SLIM



Na, man, I got respect. I’ll let her fuck me.

They all laugh.




PHIL



Mad respect.




MANNI



She could get us jobs at the pool.




PHIL



Yeah, and Slim could get close to her.




SLIM



Shut up, man.








CUT TO:

INT. NIGHTINGALE BAMFORD-MATH CLASS-DAY

Nicole, in full uniform, is staring at the clock. The last day of school. The female teacher stands in the front of the room, in front her desk. The manual clock ticks and ticks as Nicole’s eyes scan it. And then, finally, after what seems like forever, the bell rings. Loudly. All of the students, including Nicole, and run out of the room.




FEMALE TEACHER

Have a great summer. It’s been so wonderful  this year with you all. Remember to do the summer assignments for Honors Math Analysis/ 



Pre-Calculus.








CUT TO:

EXT. SCHOOL HALLWAY-SAME

Nicole walks slowly down a crowded hallway filled with excited students. Nicole is walking with two female friends. Their chatter is indistinct because of Nicole’s narration.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



My name is Nicole Hawthorne. Hi, I’m Nicole


Hawthorne and I’m living a lie. I live in the


biggest penthouse on Park Avenue and I attend 


the most elite all-girl’s school in Manhattan. 


I am surrounded by people with trivial



concerns. People who are more concerned about


the salmon touching their rice pilaf, then the


genocide and famine occurring in parts of 


Africa.








CUT TO:

INT. CHANEL BOTIQUE-SAME

Nicole and those same girlfriends are looking at clothes in the boutique. The two girls are laughing and having a good time, while Nicole seems out of it.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



People who care more about their credit cards, 


then the war in Afghanistan. People who 



pretend.








CUT TO:

EXT. PARK AVENUE-SAME

Nicole, this time with two different girlfriends, is walking a sidewalk on Park Avenue.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



Someone, somewhere, was dying and I’ll I was 


doing was ignoring it. I do everything to 



please my parents, who are fake, but they do


care about my well-being. The closest I had 


ever been to the so-called “ghetto” was passing 

a panhandler next to Le Cirque. I need a



change. I need one now.








CUT TO:

INT. PARK AVENUE PENTHOUSE-BATHROOM-DAY

Nicole has her head in a bathtub. Her friend, Sadie, is sitting on the toilet next to her. Nicole flings her head up to revealed her newly dyed hair: Black. She rifles her hand through her hair and she is smiling. Sadie walks offscreen, then back onscreen with a mirror and shows Nicole her hair.




NICOLE



(grinning)



I love it.




SADIE



It looks good.




NICOLE



(rifling her hand through



her hair)



It looks great.

Nicole sighs.

INT. LAVISH LIVING ROOM-SAME

Nicole is putting a few things in her purse, when her parents enter the living room. PAUL,51, and, Mary, 48, are two WASP looking parents.




MARY



(offscreen)



Nicole.

She turns around to reveal her face. It’s Nicole.




MARY



Oh, my god, Nicole, what-




TIM



Nicole, what happened to your hair?




NICOLE



I dyed it.




MARY



I can’t believe this, you dyed your hair!

Nicole walks to a nearby closet, grabs a jacket, and puts it on.




NICOLE



Yes.




TIM



Young lady, where do you think you’re going?

She walks back to the front door.




NICOLE



Out.

Nicole opens the front door.




MARY



Where?




NICOLE



Around.

She walks out of the apartment, closing the door behind her, and leaving her parents stunned.

INT. ELEVATOR-SAME

Nicole is standing in the elevator; she pulls black sunglasses out of her purse and puts them on. The elevator stops and the door opens. An older woman, Mrs. Gasbarri, enters the elevator. As she enters, Nicole pulls a pack of cigarettes out of her purse, packs it, takes a cigarette out, lights it, and begins smoking in the elevator. Mrs. Gasbarri is a bit of a snob.




NICOLE



(puffs a big wad of



smoke)



Hello, Mrs. Gabarri.




MRS. GASBARRI



Hello, Ashley.




NICOLE



Nicole, my name is Nicole. My sister is Ashley.




MRS. GASBARRI



Oh.

There is a silence.




MRS. GASBARRI



(snobby as hell)



So, you smoke now.




NICOLE



Yes, Mrs. Gasbarri, to clear my lungs out.




MRS. GASBARRI



Hmm.




NICOLE



Passing judgment, Mrs. Gasbarri.

The elevator dings and stops; the door opens and Nicole, quickly, walks out. Loud rock starts on the soundtrack.








CUT TO:

EXT. UPPER EAST STREET-SIDEWALK

Nicole is walking down a sidewalk smoking a cigarette.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



My life is planned; everything about is 



planned. I never leave the Upper East Side. But


all of that is about to change. With the help


of Sadie, my best friend, everything about me


will be fresh again. Let’s only hope I don’t 


fuck it up.








CUT TO:

INT. DEPARTMENT STORE-DAY

Sadie and Nicole are looking at a rack of clothes. They move down the aisle as they talk.




SADIE



So, what are we gonna do this summer?




NICOLE



I don’t know. I was thinking that maybe we 


could just hang out, have fun, get drunk, get


high.




SADIE



Hmm, that sounds fun. You gonna call Josh.

NICOLE



(picking up a shirt)



Call Josh, why?




SADIE



Well, I mean, he is your boyfriend.




NICOLE



Yeah, I don’t know what to do about him. I 


can’t keep going out with him.




SADIE



Why not?




NICOLE



Because, cause he’s a part of my old life.




SADIE



I’m a part of your old life.




NICOLE



Yeah, but your not fake. You understand me, you 

understand what I want.

They stop walking. Sadie takes a shirt off the rack and looks at it.




SADIE



Well, if you must. But, you know, I didn’t 


really like Josh. He was kinda conceded.




NICOLE

Which is exactly why I want to get rid of him, because I’m tired of that shit? I’m tired of fucking stuck up people. They’re just so inept of everything that’s going on in the world, and I’m tired of it.




SADIE



Well, I’m happy for you.




NICOLE



Thanks.








CUT TO:

INT. FIFTH AVENUE APARTMENT-AFTERNOON

Nicole is walking into the large apartment. She closes the front door; sets her purse on a table next to the door.




NICOLE



(yelling)



Josh!

 She walks to a staircase and walks up them.




NICOLE



Josh!

INT. UPSTAIRS HALLWAY-SAME

Nicole is walking down a hallway, doors on each side.




NICOLE



(with her arms crossed)



Josh! Josh! Josh, I hope this isn’t some kind 


of game.

She opens one of the doors. 




NICOLE



Josh!

No Josh. She closes the door and walks back down the hallway. She opens another door.




NICOLE



Josh!

No Josh, again. She closes the door and walks down the hallway. She slowly pushes opens another door to reveal Josh. In bed. Having sex with another girl. Josh, 16, is your all American prep. Blonde hair, blue-eyed douche bag. He thrusts wildly underneath the sheets. Nicole looks at the two for a while before she turns around. Her expression is a petrified look. She just stands in the doorway. The girl having sex, looking up briefly, notices Nicole in the doorway.




SEX GIRL



Oh, my god, hey!

She shoves Josh off her. Josh turns around and sees Nicole.




JOSH



Oh, shit.

Nicole runs from the doorway offscreen. Josh runs out of the bed naked. He begins chasing her and runs out of the room.




SEX GIRL



Hey, what’s going on?!

INT. FRONT ENTRANCE-SAME

Nicole grabs her purse and opens the front door. She begins to leave, when Josh, fully nude, runs behind her and stops.




JOSH



Nicole! Nicole, wait!

Nicole turns around.




NICOLE



(with her hand over 



her eyes)



Oh, God, do you want to put some clothes on!




JOSH



Oh.

Josh grabs a blanket on a nearby couch, and wraps it around his waist.




JOSH



Nicole, I’m sorry, it didn’t-it didn’t mean-




NICOLE



How could you do that to me?!




JOSH



I’m sorry, it didn’t mean anything. Wh-what 


happened to your hair.




NICOLE



(crying)



I dyed it. What happened to your dick, huh? Did


it just accidentally slip into Marissa Mason’s 


pussy.




JOSH



I’m sorry, it just happened so quickly. She


came over and-and I didn’t plan this.




NICOLE



(gesturing)



Were through, were done. We are so over!




JOSH



Oh, come on, please listen to me.

Nicole gives Josh her two middle fingers.




NICOLE



Fuck you!

She opens the door and leaves, slamming the door behind her.




JOSH



(gesturing)



Oh, Nicole!








CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT-NIGHT

Erika, Ben, and Stuey are sitting around a round, white table enjoying a meal. Their talking is not heard, because of Stuey’s narration.

STUEY



(voiceover)

The three of us sat at that table in Le Cirque enjoying a meal. It was Erika William’, the beautiful white girl sitting to my left, seventeenth birthday. Benjamin Ruiz, to my left, was apart of our group. And me, Stuey Peters, was the ringleader. We were three best friends. Teenagers. Just enjoying life. We’ve been friends for years. Straight A students at Stuy. There was just one hitch in our perfect teenage lives: our sex life, or should I say, our lack of one.

A bevy of waiters are seen coming from behind. One of them is carrying a big chocolate cake with candles that say 17. They sing:




WAITERS



(singing)



“Happy birthday to you. Happy birthday to you!”




ERIKA



(overlapping)



Oh.

The waiter carrying the cake sets it on the table o Erika.




WAITERS





(singing)



“Happy birthday, dear Erika. Happy birthday to 


you!”

The waiters begin clapping.




ERIKA



Ok, thank you, thank you!




WAITERS



Happy birthday!




ERIKA



Thank you.




WAITERS



Enjoy.

The waiters walk away. The camera dollies around them as they talk.




ERIKA



(glowing)



Oh, God, you guys, you masterminded this, 



didn’t you.




BEN



Yes, we did.

ERIKA



Oh, Man, this-this cake looks so good.




STUEY



It better be good; it cost thirty dollars.




ERIKA



Oh, wow.




BEN



Do you want cut it, Erika?




ERIKA



Yeah, yeah, let’s dig into this thing.

Erika picks up the knife, which was lying on the cake platter, and cuts a piece of the cake and puts it on a small, white plate next to her dinner plate. She passes the cake to Ben, who does the same as Erica.




BEN



Looks delicious. 

Ben passes the cake to Stuey, who does the same as Ben and  gets himself a piece of cake.




ERIKA



(eating cake)



Oh, God, it’s so good.




STUEY



Happy birthday.




BEN




Happy birthday, Erika.




ERIKA



Thanks. I’m seventeen, I can finally see 



R-rated movies now without the hassle.




STUEY



No more R-rating dilemma.




ERIKA



Yay!

She laughs.




ERIKA



I’m seventeen and I’ve still never had sex 


before.




STUEY



Well, you’re in good company.

BEN



Oh, God, are we all really sexually deprived 



geeks.




ERIKA



(holding drink)



Were not exactly deprived; no one is depriving


us of sex. We just haven’t had the chance yet.




STUEY



Yeah, and all do is wait for the perfect 



opportunity to erode at passions and lust. When


will that perfect opportunity come to us?




BEN



In the shape of an attractive, female 



stewardess.

The group laughs.




ERIKA



All I know is that I want my first time to be


with handsome, non-smug male. And I want it to


be very, very romantic. You know, uh, the 


flowers on the bed, candles, a romantic moon 


shining.




STUEY



(eating cake)



Where do you expect this to happen: your 



parents’ bedroom.




ERIKA



No, I don’t know, some romantic destination. 


Maybe my parents’ bedroom, after all, my 



parents’ will be away for two whole weeks at 


the Hamptons in July.




STUEY



Yeah, and you’ll be sitting around doing what:


watching endless reruns of Beavis and Butthead.

Ben and Stuey laugh.




ERIKA



Who knows what I’ll be doing this summer. I 


mean, the possibilities are massive.




BEN



My only hope is that this will be a sex filled


summer.

Stuey slightly chuckles.




STUEY



I wouldn’t bet your life on that.








CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING-TRIBECA-DAY

PHIL is standing near his mailbox looking at his report card smiling. His report card reads: A’s, A’s, and more A’s. Straight A’s, to be exact. He slightly chuckles and walks to a nearby elevator.

INT. PHIL’S APARTMENT-DINING ROOM-SAME

PHIL, his parents, Margaret and Steve, and his brother, Jeff, 12, are sitting around the dining table eating breakfast.




MARGARET



So, PHIL, how’s school going?




PHIL



(playing with food)



School’s over, Ma.




MARGARET



Since when?




STEVE



Since June 15th, Margaret.




MARGARET



Shut up, Steve. So, when are you getting your 


report card.




PHIL



(barely answers)



I got it today.

There is a silence.




MARGARET



Well...can I see it.




PHIL



It’s on the living room table.




STEVE



I’ll go get it.

Steve gets up and walks to the living room.




JEFF



I bet you he probably had straight F’s.




PHIL



Shut the fuck up, you little rugrat!




MARGARET



Hey.




JEFF



Fuck you, you poopie head!




MARGARET



Hey! I will tolerate that kind of language at 


this table, all right.

Steve walks back into the dining room and sits back into his chair.




STEVE



Well, here it is.




MARGARET



What does it say?

PHIL sighs. Steve opens take the report card out of the envelope and looks at it. Steve smiles.




STEVE



(smiling)



Hmm, straight A’s including A.P. Chemistry.

Steve hands it to Margaret. Margaret looks at it.




MARGARET



Good job, my boy.

PHIL doesn’t look at them.




JEFF



Let me see, let me see it.

Margaret hands it to Steve, who hands it to Jeff. Jeff stares at the piece of paper intently.




JEFF



This is bullshit.




MARGARET



Hey. Be nice to your brother. Maybe you could 


talk when you get straight A’s.




PHIL



Yeah, you little putz.




MARGARET



So, PHIL, what are you doing today?




PHIL



I thought I would go job-hunting with Manni and


Slim.




STEVE



Ah, you’re gonna get some responsibility this 


summer working.




PHIL



Yep, I guess.








CUT TO:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL-CLASSROOM-AFTERNOON

Ms. A is sitting behind a desk in a classroom by herself. She is writing something on a paper. She is not wearing glasses PHIL walks into the room and approaches Ms. A. She looks up. Ms. A is has a soft spoken voice.




MS. A



Oh, hello, Phil.




PHIL



(voiceover)



Ms. Antoine or Ms. A was my A.P. U.S. History



teacher. She was pretty cool. Everyone liked 


her. She understood the psyche’ of a teenager.


She accepted it, unlike most teachers. Me and 


her had become good friends over the past 

school year. I could come to her with anything, any problem that. Ms. A was cool.

PHIL approaches Ms. A.




MS. A



Hi, PHIL.




PHIL



Hey, Ms. A.

Ms. A gets up and walks to a filing cabinet behind her. She opens it, puts a manila envelope in it, and sits back down behind her desk.




MS. A



What’s up?




PHIL



Nothing, nothing, I just came to say hello. I


was returning some books and I thought I would 


stop by.




MS. A



What are you doing this summer?




PHIL



I don’t know, just, just chillin’, but, um, I 


thought I’d maybe get a job or something.




MS. A



A job?




PHIL



(offscreen)



Yeah.




MS. A



Have you decided on where?




PHIL



Uh, you know, I-I was thinking about maybe 


applying at that pool in Midtown.




MS. A



Which one, the-the briar’s one.




PHIL



Yeah, I thought I could use some extra cash 


this summer.




MS. A



Oh, I’m very proud of you, Phil.




PHIL



Thanks, thank you.




MS. A



You can use me as a reference, if you want.




PHIL



Thank you, I need a few references, actually. 


You sure?




MS. A



(nodding)



Yeah, yeah, I’d love too.

CUT TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN SIDEWALK-AFTERNOON


Manni and Slim are standing outside of a record shop. Phil can be seen approaching them from the right. They dap each other up as Phil arrives.




PHIL 



(dapping Manni)



What up?

PHIL daps up Slim. 




PHIL



(to Slim)



What up?

They begin to walk down the sidewalk.




SLIM



Nothing, man, you ready to get some jobs.




MANNI




Yeah fucking right, are you ready to get close 


Rachel.




SLIM



You bet your ass, man.

CUT TO:

INT. POOL-OFFICE-SAME

The manager sits behind a desk, and PHIL sits on the other side. The MANAGER is looking at something on a clipboard.




MANAGER



(looking at clipboard)



You worked for a pharmaceutical company from 


May of 1994 to September of 1994. They wrote


gushing reviews; they recommended you.

Josh is smiling. CUT back to the manager.




MANAGER



(looking at clipboard)



You’re a straight A student and you can swim.

CUT TO Slim, who is now sitting in the chair, instead of PHIL. Slim is grinning from tooth to tooth. CUT back to the Manager.




MANAGER



(setting clipboard down)



When can you start?

CUT TO Manni, who is now sitting in the chair, instead of Slim.

SLIM



(smiling)



Whatever works for you. Whatever works for you,


man.




“JULY”








CUT TO:

EXT. OUTDOOR POOL-AFTERNOON

The pool is packed with people. Everyone enjoying the cool of the water against the backdrop of the hot summer heat. Slim, PHIL, Manni, and RACHEL HERNANDEZ are walking near the edge of the pool. Rachel, 18, is a young Latino. She has on a tight, red bikini. She is beautiful and has a sort of Brooklyn accent. The guys are only red wearing swim trunks.




RACHEL



Yo, when I heard y’all niggas was working here,


I started buggin’.




SLIM



Why?




RACHEL



Cause when I can’t work with friends. I start 


fucking shit up.




MANNI



(gesturing)



Nah, nah, see we don’t distract people. See, 


were efficient mothafuckas. We don’t play 


around. 

They pass children playing in the water.




RACHEL



That’s all you do: play around. See, I’m



supposed to be showing y’all how things work 


around here. I can’t even do that with you.




PHIL



Hey, hey, were good, attentive students. Please


teach us something, show us the ropes.




RACHEL



Shut up, Phil. You’re so cheesy.




PHIL



I’m cheesy.




RACHEL



(gesturing)



Yeah, you are. ANYWAYS! If you see a person in


distress, you are supposed to, one: assess the 


situation. Two: if the situation is crucial, 


jump into the pool. And three: save the stupid


asshole that’s in distress. 




(pointing offscreen)



If anyone needs them, life jackets are over


there behind those cabinets on the wall. Got 



it!




SLIM



Sounds easy enough, sweetheart.




RACHEL



(gesturing)



Don’t fucking sweetheart me. I’m not your



honey, I’m not your chicka, and I’m definitely


not your fuckin’ sweetheart. Okay.

Rachel walks away, leaving the three guys standing in awe.




PHIL



(as Rachel walks 



away)



Feisty.




MANNI



Looks like you aint getting no pussy from 


Rachel.

SLIM



Hey, I don’t quit till quitting becomes an 



option. It’s my motto.




PHIL



Huh.








CUT TO:

EXT. GREENWICH VILLAGE STREET-DAY

Nicole is walking down a sidewalk in the village. CUT TO: extreme close ups of her face. Dissolution spread across her countenance. The dissolution representing the youth of America. She stops at a jazz club. She walks in.

INT. JAZZ CLUB-SAME

The club is packed. Singers, entertainers everywhere. Nicole is greeted by waiter.




WAITER



Hello, hi, I’m going to need to some 



identification.




NICOLE



(looking into her purse)



Oh, right, identification. 

Nicole grabs a fake I.D. out her purse and hands it to the waiter. The waiter looks at the I.D., then Nicole, and then back at the I.D.; the waiter has an expression of skepticism. He hands the I.D. back to Nicole.




WAITER


Okay.




(gestures)



This way.

The waiter leads Nicole to the seating section. 

INT. MAIN SEATING-SAME

The waiter, at a small, circle table, is seating Nicole. The area is dark. The only light comes from the lamps on the table, and from the stage. The club is filled with people. Nicole pulls out a cigarette and begins smoking. A waitress, named Pam, approaches Nicole’s table. Lively jazz music is playing.




PAM



Hi, my name is Pam, can I get you something to 


drink.




NICOLE



Uh, yeah, can I get a martini, very dry, two 


olives?




WAITRESS



Coming right up.

The waitress walks away. Nicole begins to watch a male comedian is onstage next to a microphone.




COMEDIAN



Thank you very much. You all have been 



a terrible audience. Fuck you!

The comedian walks offstage, and the audience gives him a rousing applause. The black OWNER of the club walks to the microphone.




OWNER



(into microphone)



Give it up for big Pete! Yeah!

The audience claps wildly.




OWNER



Now, we have one more act. His name is 



“Rasta fire Poet”. Give it up for “Rasta Fire 


Poet”!

The audience claps when “RASTA FIRE POET” takes his place onstage. He’s black and young. CUT TO: Pam places a glass of martini next to Michelle.




PAM



(placing martini down)



Here you go.




NICOLE



Oh, thank you.

Pam walks away; Nicole takes a sip of the martini. CUT BACK TO: RASTA FIRE POET.




RASTA FIRE POET



(into microphone)



What’s up, y’all. What’s up?

The audience gives a worm response.




RASTA FIRE POET



I’m so glad to be here today. So glad, because,


because the world is tough place for niggas 


like me. You do not wanna know what I went 


through to get here today. First, I had to call


and call this club to get the answer I was


waiting for: No, nigga, your shit sucks.

The audience laughs.

RASTA FIRE POET



So, I called fourteen more times. Fourteen 


motherfucking more times! But still, they 


caved in and booked me. On one condition: I 


can’t say shit about that mothafucka Juliani.



Cause that nigga hates comedy.




(under his breath and 




quickly, coughs)



And black people.

The audience laughs.




RASTA FIRE POET





Hey, I didn’t say shit. You didn’t hear



nothing! And then, I had through my wife.




(imitating his wife)



Rasta Fire Poet, where the fuck do you think 


your going?! I said “I’m going out”. 




(imitating his wife)




Out where?! 




(regular voice)



My gynecologist, shit!

The audience gives a big laugh.




RASTA FIRE POET



Oh, man, but I love my wife. She keeps me real,


keeps me grounded.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



Stability is bullshit.

CUT BACK TO: Nicole chuckles slightly at the comedian.








CUT TO:

INT. UPPER WEST SIDE APARTMENT-LIVING ROOM-DAY

Erika can be seen standing on a terrace. The terrace door is open. Ben and Stuey are sitting on a couch next to the terrace door inside, watching television. Erika is hanging a flowerpot on a hook on a terrace wall.




ERIKA



(from outside)



Stuey!




STUEY



Yeah-yeah!




ERIKA



What did your mom do with the rest of the



Daisies?




STUEY



What!

Erika walks inside, closing the terrace door behind her. She stands next to the two slackers on the couch.




ERIKA



(inside)



What did your mom do with the rest of the 


daisies?




STUEY



Umm, I, I think she put them upstairs near the


basement or somewhere near there. I think she 


wanted them out of the way.




ERIKA



Okay, cause I need a few more flower 



arrangements to go with the table.




BEN



How is decorating going?




ERIKA



It would be going great if you two would get 


off your asses, turn the television off, and


help me.

Erika walks offscreen.




ERIKA



(offscreen)



I have so much more I have to do and I would 


really appreciate it if you two would help me.




STUEY



Okay, okay, were getting off our asses.




(to Ben)



Come on.




BEN



Oh, god.

Ben turns the television off and the two stand up. Erika walks back onscreen, wearing yellow gloves and a small trash can in hand, and stands next to the two guys.




STUEY



What do you want us to do?




ERIKA



(gesturing)



Well, you could start off by helping me set the


china on the table outside! 




(changing gears)



Oh, God, I am being a big bitch, aren’t I.




BEN



No, no, we’re-




STUEY



No, no, you’re doing what I should be doing and


I love you for it. Where is the china at?




ERIKA



(smiling)



You don’t know where the china’s at, it’s your


house and you don’t know where your china is?




STUEY



Shut up, wh-where is it.

Erika points to behind her.




ERIKA



This way.

The group walks into the kitchen.




ERIKA



Who’s coming to this thing.

INT. KITCHEN-SAME

The group walk to a cabinet filled with China.




STUEY



Oh, just some-some people, just some of my


parent’s friends.




BEN



Your parent’s rich friends.




STUEY



Yeah, yeah, my-my parent’s wealthy friends, 


who-who we borrow so much money from, and we 


never pay them back, do we.

Erika grabs a large stack of plates from the cabinet and hands it to Stuey.




BEN

I swear, if my parents knew such wealthy, Park Avenue snobs-

Erika hands Ben a bevy of forks, she then takes large stack of plates and holds them herself.




BEN

-I would persuade my parents to use them to get some money.


ERIKA

You guys are terrible.




BEN



No, we are just realistic.

Erika points to the kitchen door.




ERIKA



Come on.

EXT. TERRACE-SAME

The group walk out on the terrace. There is a large, rectangular dining table in the middle of the terrace.




ERIKA



Okay, plates, fork, plates, fork, easy pattern.


Simple enough.




BEN



This shouldn’t be too hard.




STUEY



(overlapping)



Easy.

Erika walks on the left side of the table, while Stuey and Ben walk to the other side. Erika and Stuey lie down plates, while Ben lies down forks after Stuey.




ERIKA



(setting plates down)



So, Stuey, how’s your writing going?




STUEY



(setting forks down)



Well, unfortunately, I think I’ve caught a case


of writers block.




ERIKA



Oh, no.




STUEY



Yep, I, you know, I start these stories, 



fiction and-and, like, fifty pages in I just 


lose my thread. The idea becomes lost in thin 


air, I-I don’t know.




ERIKA



Well, I’m-I’m sorry. I mean, writing is your


life, right.




STUEY



Yeah, well, lately, it seems writers block is 


your life.




BEN



Well, I think you need some life experiences.



You know, to get your creative juices flowing.




STUEY



Well, I’ll try anything, you know.

Ben has a sudden realization.




BEN



Oh! Oh, my God, I-I completely forgot to tell 


you guys.




ERIKA



What?




BEN



Umm, the other day at my, uh, my cousin, 



Rachel’s house. And, umm, you know, we were 


talking about stuff, and she told me about 


this, this party her friend was having. So, I


asked her if I could come and she said “sure”. 


And I asked her if you guys could come, and she


said sure.

Erika stops setting plates down. The boys do the same.




ERIKA



She invited us to a party.




BEN



You, I mean, yeah, I guess, you know. She said 


you guys could come. I thought it that it would


be fun, different if we went.




STUEY



Wow, I’ve never been invited to a party. 



Is it, like, a teen party with teenagers?




BEN



I assume so. My cousin just graduated from high


school, so I don’t think it’s a party-




(slightly chuckles)



with adults.




ERIKA



(placing down last



plate)



Well, where is at?




BEN


Midtown. Thirty-third Street. You know, I 


thought you guys might want to come. Are you 


reluctant?




ERIKA



No, no, I’ve been wanting to go to parties,


but, you know, it’s quite a shock when you


actually get invited.




STUEY



When is it?




BEN



Friday, it’s starts at eight. Do you guys want 


to go?




ERIKA



(pointing)



Yeah, yeah, if-if Stuey wants to go, yeah, I 


think it’ll be fun.




STUEY



(overlapping)



Yeah, yes, I-I want to go. 

Erika begins to place plates down again on the table.




BEN



Great, great, I think it’ll be a fun party. 




ERIKA



Yeah, this is good.








CUT TO:

EXT. POOL-FRONT ENTRANCE-AFTERNOON

Manni, behind glass wall and counter, is collecting pool passes from kids. He swipes them in something and hands it back to the kids. He looks bored as hell.




MANNI



(like a robot)



Please follow every one of the pool 



rules. These rules have been implanted for 


your well-being and safety. Please, please, 


please follow them. Please do not use the 


bathroom in the pool. We have very clean public


bathrooms for that-

EXT. MAIN POOL-SAME

PHIL, sitting high in the air in a lifeguard’s chair, is n a panic supervising the pool.




PHIL



(to offscreen kids)



Hey, hey, don’t do that! Hey, you can’t do that


in the pool, that is not acceptable behavior!




KID



(offscreen)



Shut up!

The film cuts to Rachel and Slim, who are sitting at the edge of the pool. Relaxing. Dangling their legs in the pool. Slim has his hand in the pool.




SLIM



Damn, this water is cold!

He yanks his hand out of the pool.




RACHEL



Yeah, it’s supposed to be.




SLIM



So, you graduated high school.




RACHEL



Yep, with a four point three six g.p.a. I’m 


going to Stanford.




SLIM



Damn, that’s a good school.




(bragging)



I mean, I’ve got a four point three already,


so-




RACHEL



Bla, bla, bla, whateva.




SLIM



So, where you chillin’ at? You still at home?




RACHEL



Yeah, but my parents are going to be in Jersey 


for July and August, so I’ll be by myself.




SLIM



So, you’re alone.




RACHEL



Yeah.

There is a silence.




SLIM



You still with that, uh, Hose motherfucker.




RACHEL



Nah, I broke up with him a while ago.




SLIM



Really?




RACHEL



Yeah, like, last October. Damn, have I not seen 

for that long? I broke with Hose a long time 


ago.




SLIM



I think the last time I saw you was, like, last


September.




RACHEL



Jeez, man, well at least I get to see you guys


now.

SLIM



So, why’d you two break up?




RACHEL



You know, he wasn’t good for me. You know, he


was-he was fucking around with gangs and shit. 


You know he wanted to get me pregnant?!




SLIM



He did!




RACHEL



Yeah, he wanted me to have four kids with him. 


He was like-




(manly voice)




“Girl, let me fuck you unprotected so we can 



make beautiful children.”

They both laugh.




RACHEL



I had to break it off with him.




SLIM

Well, it’s his loss. I wouldn’t be able to eat




If I lost someone so beautiful like you.

Rachel slightly chuckles you.




RACHEL



Hey, you wanna go to this nightclub with me and 

some friends.




SLIM



A nightclub.




RACHEL



Yeah, in Alphabet City. We got a guy who will



get us a bunch of fake I.D.’s for cheap.




SLIM



Yeah, I’d love to come. Sounds dope.




(referring to Manni




and PHIL)



Can my boys come?

Rachel looks to an offscreen PHIL.




RACHEL



Sure.

A guy approaches Rachel and Slim. We can only see his wet, hairy legs.




GUY



Rach, Slim, the boss wants to see you guys, 


PHIL, Manni, Lisa, and Pete.

Rachel and Slim stand up.




RACHEL



(standing up)



Oh, okay, tell him we’ll be right there.

INT. OFFICE-SAME

Manni, Slim, PHIL, and Rachel are standing pretty nonchalant in the Manager’s office. LISA and PETE walk into the office, and Lisa closes the door behind her.




MANAGER

Well, now that you’re all here, we can get started. Nothing happened, no one’s in trouble, I just need to give you all your revised schedules for next week. New times are there and I wanted to give you all an advance notice.



So, here you go.

He hands each of the kids a piece of paper.

INT. BOY’S POOL LOCKER ROOM-SAME

PHIL, Slim, and Manni are all standing next to their respective lockers putting their shirts on. There is a knock on the locker room door.




RACHEL



(from outside,



offscreen)



Are you all decent?




MANNI



(from inside)



Decent enough.

Rachel walks inside the locker room. She is now out of her lifeguard’s bikini for the first time and in normal clothing.




RACHEL



Hey.




PHIL



Hey.




MANNI



(overlapping)



Hey.




SLIM



(overlapping)



Hey.

RACHEL



So, I was wondering if y’all wanted to come 


chill at my place for a little while? Some of


my friends are gonna be there and I thought you 

might want to join us.

PHIL looks at Manni and Slim.




SLIM



Y-yeah.




MANNI



(overlapping)



Sure.




PHIL



(looks back to Rachel)



Yeah, sounds  cool.








CUT TO:

EXT. MIDTOWN STREET-AFTERNOON
Rachel, Phil, Manni, and Slim are walking down a sidewalk. They walk down a pair of stairs leading to the subway.

INT. SUBWAY TRAIN-SAME
The kids are sitting in the subway as it moves. PHIL, sitting next to Rachel’s friend, ANNA, is chatting PHIL up. On PHIL’s right is Manni, who has headphones on his ears. On Manni’s right is Slim. Next to Slim is Rachel. Rachel and Slim are acting sort of flirtatious. Slim does the oldest trick in the book: He puts his arm around Rachel. However, all the conversations are indistinct, because of the loud rap that is on the soundtrack.

INT. RACHEL’S APARTMENT-LIVING ROOM-DOWNTOWN-SAME

Our group is all intact in Rachel’s living room with a few more people. PAUL, 18, is one Rachel’s slacker friend. EMMA, 17, is another one Rachel’s friends. They are all spread out on several couches in the living room. One large couch, which is situated in front of a window, contains Rachel on one end; Slim next to her; PHIL next to Slim; and Anna next to PHIL. On two smaller couches to the side contains Manni and Emma. Paul has own small couch opposite of Manni and Emma. Cigarettes and Pot are being smoked.




RACHEL



Paul, Paul, can you get some tequila out of the


fridge and some of that vodka spiked lemonade, 


and whatever the fuck else I’ve got in there.




PAUL



Yeah. 

Paul gets off the couch and goes offscreen to the kitchen. Rachel is taking a hit from some pot.

EMMA



Hey, Rachel, when you’re done with it, please



pass me the blunt shit.




RACHEL



(blowing smoke out)



Yeah.




PHIL



(overlapping)



Man, I’m high. 




MANNI



(overlapping,



offscreen)



Yo, Rachel, you got any food?

Rachel hands the pot to Emma who takes a hit of hit.




RACHEL



(offscreen)



Check the kitchen, Manni.

Manni gets out of the couch and walks offscreen to the kitchen.




SLIM



Anna, pass me the cigarettes.




ANNA



What?




SLIM



Pass me the cigarettes. 

The camera pans over to Paul who is walking into the living room with a mini bar in his hands. All the alcohol you could imagine. He sets on the floor in front of Rachel’s couch and sits back in his respective couch. Slim is now smoking.




SLIM



Oh, here we go.

Everyone grabs a bottle, a can, whatever alcohol they can get in their hands and begin drinking. The camera pans over to Manni who has a bunch of food in his hands; he dumps some of it on the floor, but still takes some for himself. He takes his respective seat in the couch.




PHIL



Hey, Ra-Rachel, when is, uh, Cynthia getting


here.




RACHEL



I don’t know, she said she’d be here in a 


little while when I last talked to her.




MANNI



(eating a sandwich)



Cynthia’s cute.




PAUL



(smoking a cigarette)



You think Cynthia’s cute.




MANNI



Yeah, she’s got a nice body.




PAUL



She’s fucking ugly, man. Her face makes me want 

vomit.

The group laughs.




ANNA



(offscreen)



Stop it.




PHIL



(drinking beer)



Yo, I heard Cynthia gives mad head, though.




PAUL



With those fuckin’ teeth. She’d probably cut 


your fucking dick off with those teeth.

The group laughs again.




RACHEL



Hey, stop it, come on. Be nice, she’s my 



friend.

The camera pans over a stoned out of her mind, Emma. She pulls a little baggie out her purse.




EMMA



Does anybody want any cocaine.




RACHEL



Emma, you got coke.

Emma staggers out of the couch and sets the baggie on a table next to Rachel’s feet, which are propped on the table.




EMMA



Yeah, yeah, um, I’m in the-I’m the mood for 


some coke right now. Does anybody want any?




PAUL



Yeah.




RACHEL



Sure.

Emma dumps the coke out of the baggie onto a small silver tray. She cuts it up a little and snorts some of the coke. Paul moves over towards Emma.




RACHEL



(to PHIL, Slim, and



Manni)



You guys want any?




MANNI



We don’t really do coke, you know.




PHIL



Yeah, it-it’s kind of dangerous.




SLIM



(nodding)



Yeah, dangerous.

Paul takes a hit of coke.




PAUL



(gesturing)



Oh, come on, don’t be a bunch of pussies, man. 


Step up to the plate, come on, try some.

Rachel takes a hit of the coke.




PHIL



Were-were-were fine, really, we don’t do that 


type-

Anna takes a hit of the coke.




PAUL



Come on, stop rationalizing shit and just do 


it.




MANNI



I’ll do it, I’ll do it.

Paul passes the tray of coke to Manni.




PAUL



Here.

Manni looks down nervously at the coke in front of him.




PAUL



Go ahead.

Manni takes a big sigh and snorts the coke. After what seems like forever, he comes back, wiping his nose with intensity.




MANNI



Oh, shit!

Paul, Annie, and Emma laugh.




PAUL



(referring to PHIL and



Slim, gestures)



You two, come on. Come on!

Manni moves out of the way and PHIL takes his place.




EMMA



(offscreen)



Pussy.




PHIL



Shut up.

Without hesitation, PHIL snorts the coke. The camera does a close-up of PHIL’s face. The surprised look on his face. He’s addicted. Paul cheers for him.




PAUL



(clapping)



Yeah, yeah!




ANNA



He snorted all the coke.




PAUL



Emma, you got any more coke? We need some more


for Slim.




EMMA



Yeah.

Emma reaches into her purse, grabs another baggie, and dumps the coke onto the silver tray.




PAUL



All right, Slim, you next. Come on.

PHIL moves out of the way and Slim takes his place.




PAUL



Come on, big boy. Snort that shit.

Slim takes a big sigh, and snorts the coke. He comes back up quickly, rubbing his nose fiercely.




PAUL



(clapping)



Yeah.




ANNA



(clapping)



Fucking coke fiend.








CUT TO:

EXT. BROOKLYN BRIDGE-DAY

Nicole is in the backseat of her parent’s Mercedes. We are looking through the window. She looks through the window with a depressed expression. Her dad is driving and her mom is in the passenger seat.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



July fourth weekend in the Hamptons is always 


terrible. People living their lives in lush 


beach houses, but not really living their 

lives. Barbequing, grilling, and drinking Margaritas on the beach. This is their idea of a thrilling day.

INT. APARTMENT-DINING ROOM-NIGHT

Nicole and her parents are sitting at the dining room table eating dinner. Nicole is playing around with her food not eating it.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



My parents just understand what I’m going 


through. Why don’t can’t I just be moody for 


once. Parents...they just don’t understand.

There is a long silence. The clank of a fork hitting a plate can be clearly heard.




MARY



(breaking the silence)



So, Nicole, honey, did you enjoy the Hamptons


last weekend.




NICOLE



Sure.




(voiceover)



I eat this meal to make my parents happy. It 


would be selfish of me not eat it.




TIM



(eating)



What do you mean by “sure”?




NICOLE



I’m sorry, it was the most splendid weekend of


my life.




TIM



Enough with the sarcasm; if you didn’t like it,


you didn’t like it.




NICOLE


I’m so sick of those fucking parties in the 


Hamptons. They make me sick.




MARY



Excuse me, young lady, but where did you get 


that kind of language from.




NICOLE



English ten honors.




(sighs)

Nicole drops her fork on her plate. She stands up.




NICOLE



Look, I’m-I’m going out.

Nicole walks out of the dining area offscreen into the kitchen with her plate.




MARY



At this hour, where do you think you’re going?




NICOLE



(offscreen)



I just, I need to clear my head. I need to get


out of here.

Nicole walks back next to her seat.




TIM



Clear your head of what?




NICOLE



(gesturing)



I don’t know. I-I just have to get out of here.




MARY



(to Tim)



What is happening to our daughter, Tim!




(to Nicole)



Is this about Kurt Cobain?




TIM



(overlapping)



I don’t know; I sure wish she would tell us 


what the hell is going on with her!




NICOLE



No! God! Jesus, I’m just in need of some fresh


air, all right. I just need to get out of here!

Nicole begins walking to the front door.

INT. FRONT ENTRANCE-SAME

Nicole grabs a jacket and her purse; opens the front door and leaves.

NICOLE



(voiceover)



To tell you the truth, some of it was about 


Kurt Cobain. But I didn’t want to give my



parents that much satisfaction.

INT. DINING ROOM-SAME

Tim and Mary sit in the dining room perplexed. 




MARY



(almost crying)



Oh, my God, what is happening to her?




TIM

I don’t know, Mary. I guess, I-I-I think it’s just, you know, teenage hormones and angst. Claire Danes, maybe.

Mary slightly laughs.




MARY



I think she’s more hormonal than Angela is.

The two laugh.

INT. UPTOWN APARTMENT-BEDROOM-BATHROOM-SAME

Erika, looking at herself in a mirror, is preparing herself for THE BIG PARTY. She is dressed in a rather sexy manner. She pats her hair a little and walks out of the bathroom into the bedroom. Stuey and Ben are standing next to each other in the bedroom. They, too, are dressed in a rather spiffy manner.




ERIKA



(straitening herself)



So, how do I look?




STUEY



You look good.




BEN



You look so beautiful.




ERIKA



You really think so.




BEN



Yeah.

She turns around and looks at herself in an offscreen mirror. 




ERIKA



Oh, thank you, I’m just really nervous. I just 


want to look really good.

Stuey turns her around.




STUEY



(hands on her shoulders)



Stop panicking, you look ravishing. Are you 


ready?




ERIKA



(nodding)



Yeah, yeah, let’s, let’s go.








CUT TO:

EXT. APARTMENT BUILDING-DOWNTOWN-FAÇADE-NIGHT

Tons of people are going into the building.

EXT. NEARBY STREET CORNER-SAME
The chaos of the party can be seen in the background. PHIL, Manni, and Slim are on street corner with drug dealers. PHIL looks around anxiously. The dialogue is indistinct because of the loud music on the soundtrack. PHIL hands the dealer a wad of cash, and in exchange, the dealer hands PHIL some cocaine.

INT. TAXI CAB-SAME

The cab is driving down a street. Nicole is in the back with her hand on her cheek.

INT. APARTMENT BUILDING-LOBBY-SAME

Stuey, Ben, and Erika are walking to a stairwell. The lobby is packed.




ERIKA


Oh, wow, look at all these people. I wonder if 


they’re all here for the same party.




STUEY



In this building, anything is possible.

INT. APARTMENT-FRONT ENTRANCE-SAME

The party is hot; the apartment is packed. “Around the Way Girl” by LL Cool J is playing. Erika, Stuey, and Ben are entering the party through the front door. They are passing PHIL as they enter.




ERIKA



Wow! Oh, my God, look at this place. This is-




BEN



This is crazy.




ERIKA



-amazing!




STUEY



Oh, man. 




ERIKA



Wow, this-this is great.

They walk in. People are dancing provocatively; People are drinking; the whole nine yards. Rachel approaches Ben from behind. She is holding a beer can.




RACHEL



(offscreen)



Ben.

Ben turns around and sees Rachel.




BEN



Hey, Rachel.

They greet by kissing on each other’s cheek.




RACHEL



Hi.




BEN



(gestures to Erika)



This is my friend, Erika.




(gestures to 




Stuey)



And this is my friend, Stuey.




(gestures to Rachel)



Erika, Stuey, this is my cousin, Rachel.




ERIKA



Hi.




RACHEL



Hi, it’s nice to meet you.




STUEY



(overlapping)



Hello.




RACHEL



Well, come on; let me show you guys around.

EXT. OUTSIDE APARTMENT BUILDING-SAME

A taxi parallel parks next to the sidewalk. There is a bunch of people going into the apartment building. Nicole stops a YOUNG WOMAN, who is with a group people, for a question.




NICOLE


What’s going on here?




YOUNG WOMAN



There’s a party on the fifth floor.

The young woman walks away towards the building.




NICOLE



(to herself)



Oh, a party.

Nicole walks towards the apartment building.

INT. APARTMENT-PARTY-LIVING ROOM-SAME

Manni, Stuey and PHIL are sitting on a crowded couch next to a bunch of people. Tons of people are next to the couch. Their conversations are indistinct because of the music on the soundtrack. 

PHIL places coke on the small table in front of him. He then snorts some of it. It appears the spectators were cheering him on.

INT. KITCHEN-SAME

Erika, with a beer in hand, is chatting it up with some guys.




ERIKA



No, no, no, because-because-




(takes a sip of




beer)



Because I love the thrill of a little alcohol, 


you know. I can hold my alcohol, though. For 


some reason I don’t really get overly tipsy 


sometimes.




MALE # 1



So, you’re saying that you don’t get drunk.




ERIKA



Yes, I do get drunk, just not the extent of the 

average human being.




MALE # 2



Right on, I guess.




MALE # 3



(overlapping)



Well, I envy you then. Most girls are just fall


over drunk when they drink a little too much.




ERIKA



What’s your name?




MALE # 3



Me?




ERIKA



Yeah.




KEVIN



Kevin, Kevin Smith.

Erika shakes his hand.




ERIKA



(shaking his hand)



Hi, it’s nice to meet you.




KEVIN



You too.

INT. FRONT ENTRANCE-SAME

Nicole is entering the party. She walks in and looks around with amazement. The drunken people, the dancing, the whole party atmosphere amazes Nicole. She walks around a little.

INT. BEDROOM-SAME

Slim and PHIL are sitting on a bed surrounded by a bunch of people. They chatter a little. Slim stands up.




SLIM



(to PHIL)



Hey, umm, I’m gonna use the bathroom.




PHIL



All right.

Slim walks to the nearby bathroom. He opens the door to reveal two things: Rachel looking at herself in the mirror fixing her makeup, and three girls, sitting on in the bathtub snorting cocaine. 




SLIM



Hi.

She looks at him through the mirror. He walks in and closes the door behind him.




RACHEL



Hi.

Slim walks to the table, which is next to the mirror.




SLIM



Fixing your makeup?




RACHEL



Yeah.




SLIM



(points to the toilet)



I’m gonna...pee.




RACHEL



Oh, okay, I won’t look.

Rachel turns around to her right. Slim walks towards the bathtub with the three girls.




GIRL IN TUB



Oh, my God, this shit is so good.




SLIM



I hope you don’t mind

He closes the bathtub curtain, and then walks back to the toilet. He picks up the toilet seat and begins peeing. Rachel, not looking, looks sort of surprised. After some seconds, he stops peeing, sips his zipper up, flushes the toilet, and closes the toilet seat. He walks to the sink; washes his hand and dries them. Rachel turns around facing Slim.




RACHEL



I see those beers just went straight through


you.




SLIM



(slightly chuckles)



Huh, I guess, yeah, I don’t really drink that 


much, so-




RACHEL



You havin’ fun.




SLIM



Yeah, thanks for telling about this. You know, 


I’m having a great time.




RACHEL



Yeah, she’s friend of mine, the girl who’s 


throwing the party.




SLIM

Wow, Rachel, you seem to know all of New York City.

Rachel laughs.




RACHEL



Well, I am pretty connected for an eighteen 


year old.

Slim gets closer to Rachel.




SLIM



You know, when I first heard that you worked at 

the pool, I was pretty ecstatic.




RACHEL



Really, why?




SLIM



‘Cause, you know, I find you smart, and witty,


and attractive. And you’re so funny and just a


great person to be around.




RACHEL



Oh, you’re-you’re so sweet, Slim.




SLIM



Thank you.

There is a silence.




SLIM



Do you share any of my feelings?




RACHEL



(incredulous)



I don’t follow, I don’t understand.




SLIM



Well, I mean, like, like, do you like to be 


hang with me and be around me and stuff.




RACHEL



Yeah, yeah, you’re-you’re a fun person to hang


with. You’re cool. You know, I-I-

Slim leans in and kisses Rachel on the lips. Rachel, who is uncomfortable, pulls away.




RACHEL



Slim, Slim, what are you doing?




SLIM



I’m sorry, I just thought maybe you shared my 


feelings.




RACHEL



Oh, Slim, I don’t know what to say. I do share


your feelings, but, Slim, I don’t know if were


really compatible.

Slim looks confused.




SLIM



Well, what do you mean?




RACHEL



I don’t know, I have to see. Kiss me again, let 

me see. Kiss me.

Rachel stands still. Slim leans in slowly and the two passionately kiss. After they stop kissing, Rachel gives her answer:




RACHEL



I think were compatible. 

Slim slightly chuckles.

INT. KITCHEN-SAME

Stuey, looking through a cooler on a kitchen counter, pulls out a beer. A Latino girl, whose name is MELODY, 18, approaches the cooler. She looks through only to find out that Stuey got the last beer.




MELODY



Oh, damn.

Stuey looks over to Melody and sees her dilemma. 




STUEY



Oh, yeah, I got the last beer. Do you want 



it?

She looks at the drink.




MELODY



Oh, no, no, it’s all right. It’s all right.




STUEY



You sure?




MELODY



Yeah, it’s okay.




STUEY



Okay, you know, if you really want it though, 


then-




MELODY



You sure, because it’s fine.




STUEY



Yeah, if you want it-




(gestures the drink




in front of Melody)



Here.

Melody takes the drink.




MELODY



Oh, thank you, thank you so much.




STUEY



Your welcome, you know, it’s no problem at all.

Melody extends her hand to Stuey.




MELODY



I’m Melody.

Stuey shakes her hand.




STUEY



Stuey.

They gaze into each other’s eyes.

INT. LIVING ROOM-SAME

PHIL, with a few other people, is sitting on a couch smoking pot. Nicole walks into the living room. She walks towards the couch. She doesn’t mean to sit in the couch, but she is accidentally shoved into the couch next to PHIL.




NICOLE



Oh.




PHIL



(wasted)



Hey.




NICOLE



I’m sorry.




PHIL



It’s okay.

There is an awkward silence. They just stare at each other. The music playing in the party plays even louder.




NICOLE



(breaking the 



silence, gestures)



Well, I am going to go.




PHIL



Why don’t you stay; smoke some weed with me.




NICOLE



Oh.




PHIL



Relax a little. 




NICOLE



Okay. I’m Nicole.




PHIL



PHIL.

PHIL hands Nicole a joint. Nicole nervously looks to PHIL, then back to the weed. She takes a hit and silently blows the smoke out.

INT. HALLWAY-SAME

Ben is standing in a hallway drinking a beer. There are a bevy of people standing on each side of the hallway. A young, homosexual GUY is standing next to Ben. The guy looks to Ben.




GUY



Hi.

Ben looks over to the guy.




BEN



Hi.




GUY



You look cute in that shirt.

He looks down at his shirt.




BEN



Oh, thank you, I guess.




 GUY



Hugs your abs nicely.

Ben chuckles nervously.




BEN




Oh, okay...thanks.




GUY



My name is Pierce.

Pierce writes his number on a piece of paper.




BEN



Ben.

Pierce hands Ben the piece of paper with his number.




PIERCE



Call me sometime if you’re looking to have some 

fun.

Pierce walks away. Ben looks at the walking Pierce with confusion.




BEN



Oh, umm, I’m not...gay.

But Pierce is already gone. 

INT. BEDROOM-SAME

A drunken Erika is sitting on the bed; she has a beer in hand, and is talking to Kevin who sits down next to Erika.




ERIKA



(lauging)



Well, you know, I-I-I-I really should-should 


get another beer.




KEVIN



Erika, I think you’re really cute.

ERIKA



You-you think I’m cute.

Erika takes a sip of the beer.




KEVIN



Yeah, you’re cute as a bug.




ERIKA



(coming up from sip)



What?




KEVIN



I said I think you’re cute as a bug.

Erika laughs.




ERIKA



Well, I-I think I’ll forgive the cliché.




KEVIN



You want to get out of here.




ERIKA



(incredulous)



Get out of here.




KEVIN

Yeah, let’s, you know, I-I live on the Upper

East Side. Why don’t go back to my place.

Just because Erika is drunk doesn’t mean she’s stupid.


ERIKA

Oh, Kevin, I’m not stupid.


KEVIN

What? Why don’t we just hang out of my place?




ERIKA



(sighs)



Okay, whatever, let-let me just go tell my 



friends I’m leaving.

Erika gets up and walks out of the room.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE STREET-SAME

Erika and Kevin are walking down a sidewalk next to a townhouse.




KEVIN



Well, this is my place. Why don’t we go inside


for a little catnap?




ERIKA



Sure, sure.

They walk up the stairs leading to the charming, little brownstone. Kevin fiddles with keys while he opens the door.




KEVIN



Just don’t be too loud, cause my parents’ might 



be home.




ERIKA



(drunk)



Oh, the dreaded parent’s; are they home?

Kevin opens the door, and the two walk into the plush townhouse.

INT. TOWNHOUSE-SAME

The two walk in; Erika looks around while Kevin closes the door.




ERIKA



(sort of loudly)



Wow, this place is nice!

Kevin approaches her from behind and embraces her.




KEVIN



(sort of whispering)



I know, but, please, keep your voice down. My 


parent’s might be home.




ERIKA



I wanna see your room. I wanna see how you



live, Kevin.

There is a brief silence.




KEVIN



Okay, let’s get go upstairs.

Kevin holds Erika’s hand as they make their way to the stairs and quietly giggle.

INT. KEVIN’S BEDROOM-SAME

The two enter the baseball memorabilia ridded bedroom. Everywhere. Baseball. Everywhere. Kevin shuts and locks the door behind him.




ERIKA



Wow, you like baseball.




KEVIN



(turning around)



Yeah.

Kevin, abruptly, passionately kisses Erika. He gabs her face and kisses her. Erika puts up no resistance, and responds by putting her hands on his face and kissing him harder. The two make it to Kevin’s bed while still kissing. Kevin is lying on Erika. He goes down and takes Erika’s panties off from underneath her white skirt. They both know what is coming.

ERIKA



(from a haze)



Maybe you should-you should put a condom-

Kevin inserts himself into Erika causing her to shriek, loudly.




ERIKA



(moaning)



On!

But he doesn’t put one on and fucks her hard. Erika moans in ecstasy and, also, in pain. We center on her face, which is consumed with pain.

Kevin thrusts and thrusts. He is also moaning, except not in pain, in passion. He grabs her head with the passion of a lothario. 




ERIKA



Oh! Oh! Oh!




(screams)



Oh, Kevin! Oh, Kevin! Oh, my God! Oh!




KEVIN



Oh, fuck! Oh, shit! Oh! Oh!

INT. KEVIN’S BEDROOM-THE NEXT MORNING

Erika is staring up to the ceiling. The frightened young girl that she is, stares with an expression of fear on her face. Kevin is waking up; he turns over and faces her, while kissing her.




KEVIN



Well, I guess my parent’s weren’t home last 


night.




ERIKA



(not looking at 



Kevin)



We...had sex last night, didn’t we.




KEVIN



Yeah.




ERIKA



I vaguely remember it. 





(puts her hand on




her forehead)



My head is killing me.




KEVIN



Well, let me tell you, it was amazing.




ERIKA



(looking at Kevin 



now)



Oh, my God, you’re telling me that I lost my 


virginity in the most unromantic fashion 



possible.




KEVIN



(surprised)



You’re a virgin!




ERIKA



Yes! I’m a sweet, innocent, little virgin.

Kevin turns on his back.




KEVIN



Well, you’re not anymore. I can’t believe I


deflowered a girl.

Erika looks to Kevin with horror.

INT. POOL OFFICE-DAY

PHIL, surrounded by Slim and Manni, is standing next to a desk. He is talking on a phone with a cord, which is on the desk. PHIL stands there with the phone with the phone to his ear, while Slim and Manni stand impatiently.




SLIM



Yo, nigga, what the fuck is going on?




PHIL



Chill out, nigga, he put me on hold.




MANNI



Man, you’ve been on hold for twenty fuckin’ 


minuets. How much longer?




PHIL



I don’t know.




(slowly)



Chill...the...fuck...out, all right. Just hold


on a second.

They stand there for what seems like forever, and then:




PHIL



(into phone)



Hello...yeah, yeah, this is him.




(pause)



What?




(pause)



Uh, yeah, where. Hold on a second.

PHIL makes a hand gesture saying to Manni get him something to write with and something to write on. Manni gets a pen and a small notepad off the desk, and hands it to PHIL.

PHIL



(into phone)



Okay, uh, where?

PHIL writes something down at the notepad.




PHIL



(into phone)



Okay, okay, we’ll be there in twenty minutes.

PHIL hangs the phone up.




PHIL



(to the guys)



We need to be on the corner of park and 



Eightieth in twenty minutes.

EXT. STREET CORNER-DAY

PHIL, Manni, and Slim are greeting their black friend, CLETUS, who also happens to be their drug dealer.

EXT. ALLEY-SAME

The three have retreated to a nearby alley. Cletus is showing the three drugs, which is hidden in a portable ice-cream cart. The guys look into the cart as Cletus gestures to the offscreen drugs.




CLETUS



Now this shit right here will get you fucked up


fast and quick. You get that euphoric feeling


quick.




MANNI



You sure it’s good, Cletus.




CLETUS



(gesturing)



I’m positive, you looking for that experience,


take that shit.

PHIL points to the drugs.




PHIL



What’s that?




CLETUS



What’s what?

Cletus looks in the cart.




PHIL



That stuff next to the brown stuff.




CLETUS



Oh! That shit’s heroin. I could hook you up 


with a little if you want some.




PHIL



Yeah, give me a little of that.




CLETUS



Okay, but, uh, make sure that you don’t mix the


coke and the heroin.




PHIL



Why not?




CLETUS



You seen Pulp Fiction?

PHIL shakes his head.




CLETUS



Well, watch it and you’ll see why.

INT. BEN’S APARTMENT-BATHROOM-DAY

Ben walks into the bathroom with two shirts: a frilly pink one, and a casual black one. He holds them towards the mirror. He holds them up, debating in his mind, which one to wear. He seriously considers the pink one and holds I up to the mirror. However, he shakes his head and decides not to wear it, and walks out of the bathroom with both shirts.

INT. ERIKA’S APARTMENT-BEDROOM-SAME

Erika and Stuey are sitting on a stool in front of her bed. 




STUEY



So, that was an wild last week, huh.




ERIKA




(nervous)



Yeah, yeah, you know, I-I had fun.




STUEY



Did I tell you?




ERIKA



Tell me-

A loud buzzing sound is heard. It is the doorbell.




STUEY



(gestures)



Should you get that?




ERIKA



Uh, no, my-my parents will get that.




STUEY



Oh.




ERIKA



Tell me what?




STUEY



Umm, I met a girl, and she gave me




her number.

Erika stares with astonishment.




ERIKA



You met a girl?




STUEY



Yep, her name is Melody.




ERIKA



Melanie.




STUEY



(slower)



Melody.




ERIKA



Oh, okay, Melody.




STUEY



Yeah. Anyways, I gave her my drink and she gave 

me her number; she said to call anytime.




ERIKA



Wow, congratulations.

There is a knock on the bedroom’s door. Erika gets up to answer it.




STUEY



Can you believe it, it’s finally happening.




ERIKA



(opening the door)



I’m happy for you.

Erika opens the door to reveal Ben.




ERIKA



Hi.




STUEY



(overlapping)



Hi.

Ben walks into the room and sits in Erika’s previous seat next to Stuey.




BEN



Hello, all, hello.  Benjamin Ruiz has finally 


arrived. I had the worst trouble picking out a


shirt.

Erika closes the door and stands in front of it.

ERIKA



Hey, Ben, did Stuey tell you about the girl he 


met?




BEN



Oh, yeah, he told me about that yesterday. He’s 

such a pimp, isn’t he.




STUEY



(chuckles)



Huh, I wish.




ERIKA



So, now that you’re all here, I need to tell


you something.




BEN



You want to tell us something.




ERIKA


Yes.




STUEY



Tell us what?

Erika stands in front of them, fiddling with her hands.




ERIKA



(nervously)



Well, the other night at the party, you guys


remember Kevin, right?




STUEY



No.




BEN



(overlapping)



Kevin, Kevin, oh, yeah, yes, you-




ERIKA



I introduced you to him when I was leaving.




STUEY



Oh, yeah, yeah, now I remember. You were 



falling down drunk in his arms.




ERIKA



Yeah, well, later that night, I went back to 


his place and one thing led to another. And, 


you know, I was really, really drunk, and, uh, 


we...we had sex.

Ben sand Stuey look at Erika, stunned.




STUEY



I-you-you had sex.




BEN



You, Erika Williams, had sex with Kevin.

Erika begins to walk in paces nervously.




ERIKA



(gesturing)



Yes, yes, and it was a mistake, I mean, it


wasn’t a mistake, but it wasn’t how I planned 


it would be. It was so unromantic, and I don’t


even remember half of it.

STUEY



I don’t understand, was it just spontaneous 


sex.




ERIKA




He kissed me, and-and it got out of hand from


there. I don’t know what the hell I was 



thinking, you know. But, he called me and asked


out on a date, you know, the proper way.




BEN



(still processing



it)



You had sex.




ERIKA



Stop judging me, I can feel you judging me.




BEN



I’m not judging you, I’m just...surprised. Our


little Erika.




ERIKA



(offscreen)



Oh, God.








CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-PHIL’S BEDROOM

Phil is lying on his bed listening to loud, boisterous rap music. Maybe some Tupac, maybe some Snoop Dog. Whatever. The sound of a telephone ringing is faintly heard. Phil takes his headphones off and the music stops. He wonders where the noise is coming from. He looks over at the telephone on a nightstand next to the bed. He answers it.




PHIL



(into phone)



Hello?

INT. APARTMENT-NICOLE’S BEDROOM-SAME

Nicole stands near her bed smoking a cigarette, with the phone pressed to her ear.




NICOLE



(into phone)



Hi, hello, is this Phil.

INT. PHIL’S BEDRROM-SAME

Phil sits up.




PHIL



Yeah, who’s this?

INT. NICOLE’S BEDROOM-SAME




NICOLE


It-it’s Nicole.

INT. PHIL’S BEDROOM-SAME




PHIL



I don’t know any Nicole.

INT. PHIL’S BEDROOM-SAME




NICOLE



Remember from the party the other night. We 


shared some weed, and you gave me your number. 


Remember.




PHIL



(offscreen, over the 



phone)



Oh, yeah, yeah, I remember you. The girl with 


black hair, right.




NICOLE



Yes.

INT. PHIL’S BEDROOM-SAME

Phil is now smiling.




PHIL



Did you enjoy the pot?

INT. NICOLE’S BEDROOM-SAME

Nicole takes a hit of the cigarette.




NICOLE



Yeah, yeah, I did.




(pause)



I was calling because I was wondering if you 


wanted to maybe do something.

INT. PHIL’S BEDROOM-SAME




PHIL



Do what?

INT. NICOLE’S BEDROOM-SAME




NICOLE



I don’t know; take a walk or something. I was 


kind of bored, and you said to call sometime,


so-




PHIL



(offscreen, over the 



phone)



Yeah, yeah, where you at, I’ll come get you.

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE STREET-LATE MORNING

Phil and Nicole are walking down a sidewalk near Nicole’s home.




PHIL



You live up here.




NICOLE


Yeah.




PHIL



Oh, I don’t come up here often. I just come up 


here sometimes for the park.




NICOLE



You go to Washington Square Park.




PHIL



Yeah.




NICOLE



So, you’re a druggie.




PHIL



No, nah, I’m not a druggie. I mean, I do drugs, 

but-




NICOLE


It’s okay.




PHIL



So, this is a nice place to live.




NICOLE



Oh, well, you know, it has it perks, but it’s


pretty lifeless sometimes.




PHIL



But, I mean, you got money.




NICOLE



My parents have money, not me. I spend their 


money. It’s a weird life, you know.

They turn a corner.




PHIL



You don’t like living up here.




NICOLE



I don’t know. I like the place; it’s a pretty 


safe neighborhood, but I don’t know. Where do 


you live?




PHIL


Downtown in Tribeca.




NICOLE



I love Tribeca; it’s so alive, you know.




PHIL



I guess, I don’t really pay too much attention. 

Phil takes a cigarette out of his pocket and puts it in his mouth. He starts fiddling in his pocket for a lighter, which is not there.




NICOLE



I’d love to go down there with you sometime.




PHIL



I’d love to take you; show you around. Do you 


happen to have a match or a lighter on you?




NICOLE



Oh, yeah, I do, actually.

Nicole takes a lighter out of her pocket and hands it to Phil.




PHIL



Thanks.

Phil lights the cigarette and begins smoking. He hands the lighter back to Nicole; she puts it back in her pocket.




NICOLE



I’ve never really lived, you know. I’ve never 


even left The Upper East Side.

Phil looks at his watch.




PHIL



Oh, shit.




NICOLE



What?




PHIL



I’m supposed to meet my friends at the park in 



ten minutes.

NICOLE



Well, could I come with you? Could I meet your


friends?




PHIL



Do you really want to? They’re kind of nuts.




NICOLE



Yeah, I’d-I’d love to meet your friends. I want


to see the people you interact with. I want to 


meet people other than the stuck up assholes


that I normally see.




PHIL



Okay, don’t say I didn’t warn you, though.

EXT. WASHINGTON SQAURE PARK-SAME

Phil and Nicole approach, from behind, Manni, Stuey, and Rachel. Nicole and Phil stand in front of the trio who then stand up.




PHIL



Hello.

The three give Phil their own variation of dap and say their hellos.




PHIL



So, this is my friend, Nicole, and we were just


hanging out, talking, and she wanted to meet


you all.




NICOLE



Hi, I’m Nicole.








CUT TO:

INT. RESTAURANT-MONTAGE SEQUENCE-EARLY AFTERNOON

Nicole, Phil, Rachel, Manni, and Rachel are chatting in a restaurant. We are in the POV of someone looking through the glass window of the restaurant. They appear to be having a good time, although, all the dialogue is indistinct.

INT. BILLIARDS ROOM-MONTAGE-SAME

The group surrounds Manni as he hits a majority of the pool balls in the hole. There cheering him on is inaudible.

INT. MOVIE THEATRE-MONTAGE-LATE AFTERNOON

The group is sitting in a movie theatre watching the movie “Kids.”

INT. RACHEL’S APARTMENT-LIVING ROOM-EARLY EVENING

The group is sitting on a long couch. Rachel next Slim, Manni next to Phil, Phil next Nicole. Rachel and Slim are making out heavily. Phil is snorting cocaine.




PHIL



(coming up from 







the coke)



Oh, shit, this shit is so fucking good. Do you 


want any, Nicole?




NICOLE



(gesturing)



No, I’m okay.




PHIL



To each’s own.




MANNI



I’ll take some.

Manni takes the coke. We pan over to Slim, who is now injecting heroin into his arm using a syringe. When he finishes, Rachel grabs his face and kisses him.




RACHEL



(releasing from kiss)



I’m horny, come on; let’s go in my bedroom. 


Let’s fuck.




SLIM



What?




RACHEL



I wanna fuck, I’m horny. Come on, come on.

The two walk out of the room and offscreen.




PHIL



Where are those two going?




MANNI



To the bedroom.

INT. BEDROOM-SAME

Slim and Rachel are having sex on the bed. Rachel is fully nude. She is on top. Slim hands are placed on her waist. A bed sheet covers up her bottom, but her top is not covered at all. Rachel has her hands in her hair. 

Rachel moans wildly, but Slim seems out of it. We pan over and close up to his face. He looks disorientated; like a lost deer. He stares up into the ceiling. Lost. The drugs have taken their effect. Rachel leans down and kisses Slim on the lips.




RACHEL



Hey, hey, come on, fuck me in my ass. Come on,


big boy.

The film cuts to a few moments later. Rachel is on her side with Slim behind her. Slim is grabbing Rachel’s breast; Slim screams and screams and screams in passion.









CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-ERIKA’S BEDROOM-DAY

Erika is lying on her bed reading a book. The telephone, which is in the bed, rings. Erika answers it and puts the book down.




ERIKA



(into phone)



Hello...oh, hi, hi.




(pause)



Yeah, no, I was, uh, I was just reading my 


book.




(pause)



No, no.




(pause)



Catcher in the Rye. Yeah, my favorite book.




(pause)



Oh, nothing much, I’ve just been wasting-

Erika sits up in the bed and a look of despair spreads across her face.




ERIKA



Wasting-

She puts her hand on her stomach.




ERIKA



Could you hold a second, please?




(pause)



No, I’m-I’m fine. Just hold on a second.

Erika stands up and runs to the bathroom. She doesn’t close the door, and the sounds of her throwing up are heard loud and clear.








CUT TO:

INT. SUPERMARKET-DAY

Phil is in an aisle looking at some food. He slowly looks at food, picks it up, looks at labels etc. The camera pans over to Ms. A. She has a small red shopping cart in her hand, and is looking at some sort of organic food. Ms. A moves down the aisle and sees Phil.




MS. A



Phil, Phil.

Phil looks over to Ms. A.




PHIL



Ms. A, hi, hello.




MS. A



My God, what are you doing here?




PHIL



I was, uh, I was just doing some shopping.




MS. A



Oh, so what have you been up to?




PHIL



Oh, you know, uh, I got a job, and I’ve just 


been chilling around.




MS. A



You got the job at the pool.




PHIL



Yeah.




MS. A



Well, that’s-that’s good. Phil, your-your eyes,


they’re so red.




PHIL



Oh, I sometime-




MS. A



Are you okay?




PHIL



Yeah, I’m-I’m fine, I’m all right.




MS. A



Are you sure? Cause-




PHIL



Yeah, I’m sure, you know, I-I didn’t get much


sleep last night, Ms. A




MS. A



I’m just a little concerned. You know, your


eyes aren’t normally like that, so-




PHIL



Yeah, no, I’m fine, I was just up quite late 


last night.




MS. A



Okay, well, get some sleep. I’ll come visit you


at the pool sometime.




PHIL



Okay, I’ll see you later.

Phil walks away; Ms. A stands there and watches Phil walk away with a look of concern. After a second, she goes on her way as well.

INT. RESTAURANT-NIGHT

Stuey is sitting at table waiting for Melody to arrive. From a distance, we see Melody walking towards the table. Melody, wearing all black, approaches the table.




MELODY



Hi.




STUEY



Oh, hi, hi.




(noticing she’s about




to sit down)



Oh, wait; let me get the chair for you.

Stuey rushes up, gives Melody a hello kiss on the cheek, and pulls out the chair for her.




MELODY



Thank you.

She sits down and Stuey sits back in his seat.




MELODY



Sorry I’m late; traffic was the worst on fifth.




STUEY



It’s fine.

A waiter approaches the table.




WAITER



Hello, I will be your waiter, can I start you 


with something to drink.




MELODY



Uh, yeah, I’ll have a virgin pina colada.




STUEY



The same.

The waiter writes this down on a pad, and then walks away.




STUEY



(smiling)



I’m so glad you came.




MELODY



Oh, well, I wanted to thank you for the drink.




STUEY



Who knew a beer could get you so far. You know,


I only thought it could get to the south or


a night I would soon regret.

Melody laughs.




MELODY



Well, where has it gotten you.




STUEY



Well, you know, you and you.

They both slightly chuckle.




MELODY



You know, I remember I first saw you across the


kitchen by yourself, and I remember thinking,


“God, this guy must be really insecure, why 


don’t I talk to him.” 




STUEY



So, that whole drink bit was an act.




MELODY



No, no, no, that was purely coincidental, an 


accident.




STUEY



You think I’m insecure.




MELODY



I did, yeah, but looks can be deceiving.

The waiter approaches the table with tow Virgin Pina Coloda’s. Stuey stares at Melody with interest.




WAITER



Here you go.

The waiter sets their drinks next to the two.




MELODY



Thank you.




STUEY



Thanks.




WAITER



Are you ready to order?




STUEY



(looking through a menu)



Yeah, I’ll have the Caviar Ballinis.




MELODY



(reading menu)



And I’ll have the Clam Bisque.

The two hand the waiter their menus.




WAITER



Very well, I will be back with that.

The waiter walks away.




STUEY



So, let me throw you some date questions.




MELODY



Shoot.




STUEY



Favorite book?




MELODY



Fahrenheit 451. Catcher in the Rye comes in a 


close second.




STUEY



Favorite movie?




MELODY




Sophie’s Choice.




STUEY



Interesting.




MELODY



Yeah, what is uninteresting are these boring, 


cliché, unoriginal date questions. Throw me 


something creative, something inventive. I 


thought you were a writer.




STUEY



Yeah, well, that remains to be seen.




MELODY



Come on, dupe me, Stuey.

Stuey ponders. Melody takes a sip of her drink.




STUEY



Okay, okay, umm, how many prior boyfriends have 

you had?




MELODY



Now, that is what I wanted.




(gestures with fingers)



Two. One with a high school sweetheart, one 


with a middle school sweetheart. 




STUEY




Okay, now I’m gonna go into a taboo area. How 


many people have you had sex with?




MELODY



Oh, okay, good venturing into a taboo area.




STUEY



How many times?




MELODY



Four times with the same guy. The high school 


sweetheart.




STUEY



Where’d you have sex with him?




MELODY



A bed, a bathroom, a car, and in my best 



friend’s bedroom.




STUEY



You very adventurous.




MELODY



No, he was, he was crazy. He wanted me to do it


on the top of the Empire State Building once.

Melody takes a sip of her drink.




STUEY



Really.




MELODY



Yeah, he was a freak. Can I ask you something, 


Stuey?




STUEY



(sipping drink)



Go ahead.




MELODY



You’re a virgin, aren’t you?

Stuey puts his drink down.




STUEY



How can you tell?




MELODY



Cause you got that look.




STUEY



What look is that?




MELODY



(sitting back in chair)



That look of, “I want to fuck the shit out of 


the girl across from me,” look.




STUEY



Oh, well, I guess that look is always on my 


face.

EXT. UPPER WEST SIDE APARTMENT-NIGHT

Melody and Stuey are walking down a sidewalk outside of her apartment.




MELODY



Well, this is me.

They stop walking and face each other.




STUEY



Oh.




MELODY



Do you want to come up?




STUEY



Your parents aren’t home.




MELODY



No, I’m eighteen and I graduated from High 


school, and I got the hell out of the house.




STUEY



I’d love to come upstairs.

Stuey leans and passionately kisses Melody.




MELODY



It’s your lucky night, Stuey. Come on.

The two walk into the apartment building.

INT. MELODY’S APARTMENT-BEDROOM-SAME
Melody and Stuey are having sex. They are lying on a bed concealed by bed sheets. Stuey thrusts wildly underneath the sheets of passion, while Melody screams/moans wildly.

INT. BEDROOM-MOMENTS LATER

The two lay underneath the bed sheets. The moments after sex.




MELODY



That was quick.




STUEY



Melody, tell me straight up, was I any good.




MELODY



(shakes her head)



No, but I wasn’t expecting you to be good. When 

you explore virgin territory, you shouldn’t 


expect miracles.




STUEY



I can’t believe I lost my virginity.

Melody scoots over to Stuey.




MELODY



Oh, honey, you’ll always be my little virgin at


heart.








CUT TO:

INT. COFFE SHOP-DAY

 A female waitress leads to a booth, which is occupied by Clark, 19. Clark is the guy who gave Ben his number at the party. Clark already has coffee and a pastry. 




CLARK



Hi.




BEN



Hey.




WAITRESS


Can I get you something to eat?




BEN



A banana nut muffin and a cup of regular 



Coffee.




WAITRESS


Okay.

The waitress walks away.




CLARK



Hi.




BEN



Hello...I don’t even know your name.




CLARK



Clark.




BEN



I’m Ben.




CLARK



Hello, Ben.

There is a silence.




CLARK



Ben, why don’t get out of here, and go some 


place more interesting.




BEN



(nervously)



No, no, I don’t even know what I’m doing here.


I don’t know why I came.




CLARK



I don’t understand.




BEN



I’m not-I don’t even know if I’m gay. I could 


bi, I don’t know. I’m so fucking confused; I 


have the attraction to men, it’s there. But, on 

the other hand, I have that attraction to


      females. I don’t understand my own psyche; I 


don’t know my sexual identity.

The waitress walks back to the table with the muffin and coffee.




WAITRESS


Here you go.

She sets the food next to Ben.




BEN



Thank you.




WAITRESS



Enjoy.

The waitress walks away.




BEN



I don’t know. I’m not sure of what I want.




CLARK



Well, I mean, it’s the nineties. No one knows 


what they want; we just know what we don’t 



want. 




BEN



Oh, God, I’m sorry if I’ve wasted your time.




CLARK



You’re never gonna know what you want if you 


don’t explore a little; test the waters out.




BEN



Explore them with you?




CLARK



Sure. Whatever Works.








CUT TO:

INT. PHARMACY-DAY

Erika is looking at counter of drugs in an aisle. She hastily picks something up, which is unbeknownst to the audience, and walks down the aisle.

INT. APARTMENT-BATHROOM-DAY

Erika sits nervously on the toilet. She is just sitting on the top, not using the bathroom. We pan over to the sink where a pregnancy test lies on the counter, and then we pan back over to a nervous Erika. 

The pregnancy makes a beeping sound signifying that is ready. Erika sighs and then jumps up. She picks up the seasoned test and reads the results.




ERIKA



(to herself)



Fuck.

She puts her hand on her head.




ERIKA



(to herself, panting)



Oh, fuck, oh, no, oh, no. Shit.

EXT. PHONE BOOTH-SAME

Erika stands in a phone booth making a call.




ERIKA



(into phone)



Hello, Kevin.

Her voice sounds distraught.




ERIKA



(into phone)



Kevin, I need to talk to you, I need to see you 

right away...




(almost crying)



No, no, it can’t wait. I need to see you.

INT. APARTMENT-KEVIN’S BEDROOM-DAY

Erika is sitting on Kevin’s bed crying.




KEVIN



(offscreen)



You’re pregnant! How the fuck can you 



be pregnant!

Kevin sits next to her on the bed.




ERIKA



(crying)



I told you, that-that time we did it. I wanted


you to wear a condom, and it just happened so


fast. You know, and-and I wasn’t thinking.




KEVIN



Oh, God, I can’t-I can’t have a baby. I can’t


do this; not right now.




ERIKA



So, what do you suggest I do?




KEVIN



Oh, um, I-I, shit, I don’t know what you 



should do. Oh, I-I-I can’t believe this is 



fucking happening to me. I can’t believe it.




ERIKA



(overlapping, crying)



Well, it’s happening to me too. I’m the one 


that’s carrying this baby.




KEVIN



You can’t have it.




ERIKA



What?




KEVIN



You can’t have this baby. Were-were, neither of 

us are ready for this. You-you have to have an


abortion.




ERIKA



Kevin, an abortion.




KEVIN



Yes, yes, I know this is-this is crazy, but I 


can’t do this. I can’t-we can’t-it just wont 


work out.




ERIKA


I don’t know if I wanna do that.




KEVIN



Erika, Erika, I don’t see any other way. I wish 

there was, but I don’t see another way out.




ERIKA



My parent’s are gonna be so disappointed. I 


don’t know what to do.




KEVIN



Erika, I can’t have a baby.




ERIKA



Why not?




KEVIN



Because, because I’ve got a life. I’m going to


Stanford in the fall. I cant do this right now, 

I can’t. Just please, let-




ERIKA



(gesturing)



All right, just let me think about it for a


fucking second! I need to think about it, okay.








CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-PHIL’S BEDROOM-DAY

Phil is sitting in his bed, injecting heroin into his arm with a syringe. We close up to his dazed face.

PHIL



(voiceover)



The drugs were quick. Took into effect fast. 


Faster then expected. I didn’t know that I was 


addicted. How could I know? I needed a boost. I 

was seeing Nicole later, and I needed



something to help me out. Something to keep me


alive. Nothing could stop the drugs. The



heroin, the coke, nothing could stop it.








CUT TO:

INT. SEEDY BAR-DAY

Manni, surrounded by a bunch of people, is sitting at a table snorting cocaine. Beers surround them all with. Manni wipes his nose vigorously after he comes up.

INT. RACHEL’S APARTMENT-DAY

Rachel is trying to hold up Slim as he staggers out of the living room. He is high on cocaine.




RACHEL



(holding Slim up)



Come on, come on, come on. Oh, Jesus, Slim, 


come on. Slim, you need to help me out a 



little. Oh, damn, Slim, you need to stop this 


shit. You need to stop this cocaine, Slim. Oh, 


shit, come on.








CUT TO:

EXT. DOWNTOWN-DAY

Phil is showing Nicole graffiti art on a building. The dialogue is inaudible due to the music on the soundtrack.

EXT. DOWNTOWN STREET-SAME

Phil and Nicole are watching a bunch of guys play dice on the sidewalk. Once again, the dialogue is inaudible due to the music on the soundtrack.

EXT. CENTRAL PARK-DAY

Phil and Nicole are standing next to a pretzel stand. A guy hands them their pretzels and the two walk to a nearby bench.




PHIL



(gestures to bench)



Right here.




NICOLE



Yeah. 

The two sit down. Nicole nibbles at her pretzel, while Phil takes a bite of it.




NICOLE



So, so thank you for showing me around. I 


appreciate it.




PHIL



Oh, it’s no problem. I’ve enjoyed showing you 


around, you know, to the cities finest.




NICOLE



It’s been great being in your company these 


last couple of weeks. It’s like you’re my only 


friend.




PHIL



You must have friends, right?




NICOLE


Friends from my old life.




PHIL



I like being in your company too, Nicole.




NICOLE



Well, there you go, we have mutual feelings.

Phil slightly chuckles.




PHIL


Yeah.




NICOLE



And, I have really been having fun meeting your 

friends, and their-

Phil, unexpectedly, moves over and passionately kisses Nicole on the lips. Nicole, taken way aback, pushes Phil off of her.




NICOLE



What are you doing?!




PHIL



What-I-I-




NICOLE



-Phil, you just kissed me!




PHIL


Yeah, I mean, I thought-I thought that maybe 


you liked me.




NICOLE



Oh, Phil, I do like you just not like that. I,


I don’t-I don’t see you that way.




PHIL



(gesturing)



What way?

NICOLE



I mean, I thought, I thought we could just be 



friends. I didn’t think of us like that.

Phil sits back in his chair.




PHIL



Oh, well, not I just feel embarrassed.




NICOLE


Oh, Phil, come on, it’s-it’s-it’s not even you.


I have a boyfriend.




PHIL



(gesturing)



I thought you said he cheated on you and you 


hated him.




NICOLE



I, I mean, I don’t know. I-I think I still have


feelings for him. Come on, Phil, this doesn’t 


have to ruin our friendship.




PHIL



I mean, it doesn’t, but it will.




NICOLE



It doesn’t have to. Phil, we can just forget 


this and move on. I’m sorry.








CUT TO:

EXT. ALLEY-DAY

Manni, talking to a Hispanic drug dealer, stands in a crowded alley. The drug dealer is counting money as he talks. 




DRUG DEALER



How much you want?




MANNI



Umm, uh, maybe, maybe an ounce or so.




DRUG DEALER



Okay, an ounce.




MANNI



Yeah.




DRUG DEALER



I should have it next week.

Manni begins to leave.




DRUG DEALER



You know-

Manni stops.

DRUG DEALER



-You still owe me money from last week.




MANNI



I know, I know, I-I’ll get it to you soon.




DRUG DEALER



(tough)



Hey, listen to me. You better have it next week


or I’ll send a bunch of thugs over to cut your


fuckin’ throat, you hear me.




MANNI



Yeah, yeah, you’ll have your money. I’ll get it


you.

Manni walks away.




DRUG DEALER



(to an offscreen



Manni)



Get me my fuckin’ money.




MANNI



(offscreen)



All right, all right.

EXT. SWIMMING POOL-FRONT ENTRANCE-AFTERNOON

Ms. A stands in the long line; however, she is towards the front of it. She eventually makes her way to the front. She hands her ticket to Rachel through an open space, who is behind a glass wall, and Rachel hands it back. 




MS. A



Is there a bathroom?




RACHEL



(listlessly)



A unisex one. To the left, but it might be 


locked for cleaning.




MS. A



Okay, thank you.

Ms. A walks inside the building, which leads to the pool. She sees the opening to a room, with no door, marked bathroom. She steps in, but stops behind a wall. She sees Phil and Manni sitting on a bench. Ms. A stands behind a wall, which narrowly conceals her.

Slim joins the two on the bench.




SLIM



Manni, you got that shit?




MANNI



Yeah, yeah, I got it.




SLIM



Good. Man, we got to hurry up ‘cause they gonna 

be opening up this bathroom in a few minutes.




MANNI



Okay, okay, who’s gonna go first.

There is a brief silence.




PHIL



I guess I will.

Manni sets the cocaine on a small silver tray, which is on the bench.




PHIL



I hope you didn’t get that shit wet.




MANNI



It’s dry.




PHIL



Okay.

Phil goes down and snorts the cocaine, and then comes back up. Ms. A watches in horror; she puts her hand over her mouth trying not to scream. She slowly backs away, and then, eventually, walks out of the bathroom.

INT. UPPER EAST SIDE APARTMENT BUILDING-LOBBY-DAY

Nicole is walking into the apartment building. She walks to the elevator and presses the up button.




VOICE



(offscreen)



Nicole.

Nicole looks over and sees that the voice belongs to Sadie. Nicole begins walking to a waiting area where Sadie is sitting on a couch.




NICOLE



Hey, Sadie, hi.

Nicole sits down to Sadie.




SADIE



Hi.




NICOLE



Hi, how-how are you.




SADIE



I’m-I’m okay, I just-I haven’t seen you in 



awhile.




NICOLE



I know, I know, I’ve been figuring some things 


out, you know.




SADIE



Figuring, figuring what out?




NICOLE



I don’t know, you know, me, I guess. I have


exploring some things other than my 



surroundings. I’m sorry, I never, I never 


called you or anything. I’ve just 



been...thinking about things.




SAIDE


Well, I mean, I didn’t call you either, so it’s 

not anyone’s fault, you know. I’ve just been 


wondering where you were and-you know, uh, Josh


has been buggin’ me about you.




NICOLE



He has?




SADIE


Yeah. He said he was sorry about cheating on 


you, and he wants to get back with you.




NICOLE

Oh, my God, I don’t know, I think I want to get back with him. But I think things need to change. You know, it’s funny, I never really knew what I wanted before, and I went on a journey to find out, and I think I’m even more confused now.




SADIE



Don’t worry, you’ll find out what you want.




NICOLE



Yeah, I hope.

CUT TO:

EXT. CAR (MOVING)-DAY

Erika, sitting in the passenger seat in a car being driven by Kevin, gloomily and tearfully stares out of the window. The sun hits her face through the window just evenly enough to almost mask her tears.  

EXT. ABORTION CLINIC PARKING LOT-SAME

With their backs to the camera, and in an almost dreamlike state, Erika and Kevin are walking through the parking lot to the front entrance of the abortion clinic.

INT. ABORTION CLINIC-EXAM ROOM-SAME

Erika sits in a chair, while a nurse, with a clipboard, explains the situation.




NURSE



Okay, you can't drink or drive right after 


this. You have a designated river, correct.




ERIKA



(nodding)



Yes, uh, yeah I do.




NURSE



Okay, the procedure shouldn't take to long. 


When it's done, you should be out of here 


quickly. We wont keep you long. Do you have any


questions?




ERIKA



(scared)



No.




NURSE



All right, the doctor will be in shortly.




ERIKA



Okay.








CUT TO:

INT. MELODY’S APARTMENT-LIVING ROOM-MORNING

Stuey, sitting on a stool behind a desk, is typing away vigorously at a typewriter.




STUEY



(voiceover, typing)



Her voice, her face, her mannerisms, everything 

about her radiated the true essence of a 



different woman. I admired her for her brutal 


commentary on the ways of life. She wanted me. 


Who could have imagined it?

From behind, Melody approaches Stuey. She is wearing only a large male t-shirt.




MELODY



Good morning.

Stuey turns around.




STUEY



Good morning.

They greet each other with a passionate kiss on the lips, and then disengage, while Melody keeps her hands around Stuey’s shoulders.




MELODY



Did you sleep well last night?




STUEY



Yeah.

MELODY



I’m glad you slept well.




STUEY



Thank you for letting me stay in your place 


while my parents are in Encino.




MELODY



Oh, well, thank you for making me cum four 


times last night.




STUEY



You’re welcome.




MELODY



You know, I think you’re getting better and 


better at sex. I think I’ve been a very good


influence on you.

Stuey slightly chuckles.




MELODY



Do you want some coffee?




STUEY



I’d love some.




MELODY




I made it while you slept; it should still have 

a little and freshness to it.




STUEY



That’s okay, I love lukewarm coffee.




MELODY



Hmm.

Melody gives Stuey a brief kiss, and then trots off into the kitchen. Stuey turns back around towards the typewriter.




MELODY



(offscreen)



You know, I had a very vivid dream about you 


last night.




STUEY



(typing)



What about?

Melody is pouring two cups of coffee in the kitchen.




MELODY



You were this big, muscular sailor and I was 


one of your shipmates. And Juliani was the 


captain who we all hated, and so you killed 


him, and ate me out afterwards.




STUEY


You and your sexual dreams, right.




(voiceover, typing)



And the dream wasn’t over. 

Melody walks back over to Stuey with two cups of coffee in hand.




MELODY



Here you go.

She sets the coffee down next to Stuey on the desk.




STUEY



Thank you.




(voiceover, typing)



The end.

Stuey rips the paper out of the typewriter and stares at it in amazement.




MELODY



What’s that you’re doing there?

Stuey sets the paper down, turns around, stands up, and grabs Melody’s cheek.




MELODY



Stuey, what-what are you-




STUEY



(ecstatic)



Melody, I think I’m cured.




MELODY



(incredulous)



Cur-cured, cured of-of what?




STUEY



I think it’s over.




MELODY



(confused)



What’s over?




STUEY



(very happy)



Melody, I think I’m cured of writers block, and 

it’s because of you. You have cured me of 


writers block.




MELODY



I cured you of writers block.




STUEY



Yes, you did, you magnificent creature.




MELODY



What the hell did I do?




STUEY



You gave me that experience, you gave me some 


life experience that every good writer must go


through.




MELODY



Stuey, I think you’ve snapped your cap.




STUEY



No, I’m-I’m fine. I’m cured! Oh, Melody, I


don’t even know where to begin to thank you.




MELODY



Stuey, I don’t really think I did anything.




STUEY



Oh, but you did; you did so much.

With that, Stuey passionately kisses Melody on the cheek. As he kisses her, he grabs her ass. A corny, romantic song swells the soundtrack.








CUT TO:

EXT. MIDTOWN SIDEWALK-DAY

Slim and Rachel are standing on a sidewalk next to a taxicab. We are in the POV of Ms. A, who is standing on the parallel sidewalk looking on from a distance. She can’t hear what they’re saying, but the couple act very affectionately. After they kiss, Slim gets into the taxicab next to him. Rachel waves through the window and the cab drives away. 

Rachel looks on for a second, and then walks down the sidewalk. Ms. A crosses the busy street and, slowly but surely, reaches just a few feet behind Rachel. The two walk down the sidewalk a little way and stop at an intersection, waiting to cross the street. Ms. A stands right next to Rachel in the crowd of people.




MS. A



(to Rachel)



Hi.

Rachel looks over to Ms. A with a skeptical expression.




RACHEL



You talkin’ to me?




MS. A



Um, yeah.




RACHEL



Oh, okay...hi.

The two begin crossing the street with the crowd.




MS. A



I happened to see you kissing that guy.

Rachel gives Ms. A, a stern look.




RACHEL



Yeah.




MS. A



Is he your boyfriend?




RACHEL



Yes, but, uh, who exactly are you?




MS. A



Oh, I’m sorry, I, I didn’t introduce myself.



My name is Jessica Antoine. 

They begin walking down the sidewalk.




MS. A



I am a history teacher at Stuyvesant High 


School. That guy you were kissing, his name is 


Slim, right?




RACHEL



Oh. Yes.




MS. A



Well, let me just, you know, get to the point. 


Umm, Slim was a student in my A.P. U.S. 



History class last year.




RACHEL



(overlapping)



Oh, okay, umm, yeah.




MS. A



And I happen to be good friends with him, and 


Phil, and Manni, and-




(clears her throat)



let me just get to the point, I-I have a 



suspicion that, that, uh, they are, are...




RACHEL



Yes.




MS. A



I have a suspicion that the three of them...are 

doing cocaine.

Rachel abruptly stops walking. Ms. A does the same.

RACHEL



I think you’re mistaken. Slim doesn’t do any 



cocaine.





MS. A



Well, I think he does. I know he does.




RACHEL



Well, if I may be so frank, you don’t know shit


about shit. My Slim don’t do no coke.

Rachel begins to swiftly walk down the sidewalk again. Ms. A walks with her.




MS. A



Look, I don’t mean to be prying, it’s-




RACHEL



Well, you are prying. And I don’t think it’s 


any of your fucking business!




MS. A



I think it is, I’m only prying because I don’t 


want them to get work, and it’s not as if he’s 


smoking pot, he’s snorting cocaine.




RACHEL



Oh, God, would you just leave me alone!




MS. A



I saw him.

Rachel stops walking.




RACHEL



What?




MS. A



I saw him, I saw him snort cocaine in the 


bathroom last week when I was there. I saw them


all snort the coke. And I didn’t what to do, so 

I left. But I have to do something now; I can’t 

let them keep doing his to themselves. And I 


think you can help me. I need you to help me.




RACHEL



(tearing up)



Look, I don’t anything, okay. I don’t anything


about them cocaine.




MS. A



Please, you must something, I mean, you go out


with him. Just, please, tell me what you know.

There is a silence.




RACHEL



(crying)



Look, I didn’t they’d get addicted to it. I 


thought they would just try it and be done with 

it.




(wipes her eyes)



I didn’t know that they would get addicted. I 


didn’t know. How the hell could I know? I’ve 


done it a few times, I’ve never gotten 



addicted to that shit. How could I fuckin’ know


that!




MS. A




It’s okay, it’s all right; it’s not, it’s not 


your fault. I just need your help, so I can get 

them help.




RACHEL



You can’t tell anybody. Their parents will 


fuckin flip out.




MS. A



I won’t, you can trust me.




RACHEL



They go this guy. His name is Big Willy.








CUT TO:

INT. BARNES AND NOBLES BOOKSELLERS-DAY

Ben and his friend, Sarah, 17, are walking down the biography section in the bookstore. Sarah is holding a see-through plastic cup filled with lemonade.




SARAH



(pointing)



Oh, Ben, look, there’s the Freud biography you


wanted.

Ben picks up the book and looks at the back.




BEN



Oh, yeah, I was looking for this. Thank you, 


Sarah.




SARAH



You know, I haven’t seen Erika in awhile. I 


know you two are best buds. What’s up with her?




BEN



Oh, well, I haven’t actually seen her in quite


some time. 




SARAH



Really.




BEN



Yeah, I’m gonna call her later today.

There is a brief silence.




BEN



Hey, Sarah.

SARAH



Yeah.




BEN


Can I ask you something?

Sarah puts the book down and faces Ben.




SARAH



Yeah, sure.

Ben takes a deep sigh and looks up nervously.




BEN



Do you think I’m, uh, attractive, Sarah?




SARAH



Umm-




(long pause)



Yeah, Ben, you’re, uh, you’re a pretty good 


looking guy. Why-why do you ask?




BEN



So, you think girls would find me attractive? 


They would think I was...sexy.




SARAH



Yeah, I think they would find you sexy, but, 


uh, I’m kind of curious, why is it that you are


so interested in my-

Ben, abruptly and without warning, grabs Sarah’s cheeks and kisses her passionately.




SARAH



-Opinion!

Sarah is completely caught off guard and struggles to get Ben off of her.




SARAH



(while being 



kissed)



Be-Ben, what are you doing?!

Sarah pushes Ben off of her.




SARAH



(pushing Ben away)



Get off of me! Jesus Christ, what the hell are


you doing, Ben!

BEN



I-I-I-I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to do that. 


I-I-I didn’t mean to do that.




SARAH



What are you doing?




BEN



I’m sorry, I just-I just had to try something. 


I needed to test something out. I’m so goddamn


confused. I don’t know what the hell I’m doing.




SARAH



(overlapping)



Oh, my God. Oh, Ben, you really have some 



Things to figure out.








CUT TO:

EXT. STREET ALLEY-DAY

Ms. A is walking down a rather active street alley. It’s filled with gun sellers, drug dealers etc. Ms. A is a bit out of place in this alley. She walks deep into the alley and stops next to a black man counting money, who is BIG WILLY. He looks over to Ms. A.




MS. A



Are you Big Willy?




BIG WILLY



Yeah, who the fuck wants to know?




MS. A



I do.




BIG WILLY



Well, what do you wanna know?




MS. A



(sounds teary)



I want you to stop giving kids drugs.




BIG WILLY



What?




MS. A



I want you to stop giving teenagers heroin and


cocaine, and whatever else you’ve been giving 


them.

Big Willy crosses his arms.




BIG WILLY



Man, who the fuck are you?

MS. A



I’m a teacher, and I’m a citizen, and I am a 


person who cares. And I want you to stop giving 


want you to stop sending kids to their graves 


with drugs.

Big Willy gestures to an offscreen person.




BIG WILLY



Hey, Drake.

Drake is a cohort of Willy’s.




DRAKE


(offscreen)



What?




BIG WILLY



(gesturing)



Come here.

Drake walks next to Big Willy.




DRAKE



What’s up?




BIG WILLY



(pointing to Ms.



A)



Man, this white bitch over here is telling me


stop dealing my shit.




DRAKE



You kiddin’.




BIG WILLY



Nah, she told me to stop selling drugs.




MS. A



I didn’t tell you to stop dealing drugs 



altogether, I just want you to stop giving it


to kids, teenagers.




DRAKE



Man, what’s a white bitch like you doing down


in this neighborhood, telling drug dealers what 

to fuckin’ do.




MS. A



I want you to stop hurting kids. Stop robbing 


them.








CUT TO:

INT. UPPER EAST APARTMENT BUILDING-DAY

Kevin is standing near the front entrance. He is surrounded by luggage and he is looking at a notepad. Erika is entering the building through its revolving doors.

Kevin looks up and notices Erika coming towards him. He puts notepad in his back pocket. They embrace with a hug.




KEVIN



Hello.




ERIKA



Hi. 

They let go from the hug and Erika stands, timidly, in front of Kevin.




KEVIN



So, thank you for coming here today. I 



really, really appreciate it. 

Erika doesn’t respond and there is an awkward silence.




KEVIN



I wanted to see you before I left.




ERIKA



(not rude)



I’ve seen you.




KEVIN



Erika, I’m leaving for California today, and I 


wanna work things out between you and me.




ERIKA



(sighs)



What is there to say? We had sex, I got



pregnant, and I had an abortion. What else is 


there between us?




KEVIN



Erika, I want you to know that I didn’t use


you. I-I’m truly sorry about what happened 


between us. 




ERIKA



Yeah, so am I.




KEVIN



I didn’t mean to hurt you.




ERIKA


Look, I know we made some bad choices, but I 


want to remember you fondly. I don’t want to 


remember my first time as being as being 



terrible and an ill-conceived trip to nowhere.




KEVIN



Erika, I’m in love with you.

ERIKA



No, you don’t and that’s all right. Because 



I don’t love you. I’ll probably cry about this


later. Were just two confused teenagers



living in the nineties. 

Erika rests her right hand on Kevin’s cheek.




ERIKA



But I do love you.

Erika gives Kevin a sweet kiss on the lips. The moment is tender and transient.




ERIKA



Goodbye, Kevin.

And just like that, Erika turns around and walks away from Kevin. Kevin watches her with a bowled over expression. Erika goes through the revolving doors with a reassurance of herself.








CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-LIVING ROOM-EVENING

Erika is sitting on a couch; Stuey is next to her, while Ben is offscreen in the nearby kitchen. Erika looks somewhat upset.




STUEY



Hey, umm, I’m gonna get some Sprite. You want 


any.




ERIKA



Ah, no, I’m okay.




STUEY



All right.

Stuey gets up from the couch and walks offscreen. We stay with Erika.




BEN



(offscreen)



Here are the Doritos.




STUEY



(offscreen)



Pass the ice.




BEN



Erika, can you put the movie in the V.C.R, 


please?




ERIKA



Sure.

Erika gets up from the couch, moves over to the television, which was directly across from her, and pops a videotape in the V.C.R. Stuey walks back onscreen with a bottle of sprite and several cups. He sits back down onto the couch and sets the cups and drinks on a small table in front of him. 

Erika sits next to Stuey on the couch. 




BEN



(offscreen)



What movie did you get, Stuey?




STUEY



Reservoir Dogs.

Ben walks onscreen with a bag of Doritos. He sits next to Erika, who is now in the middle.




BEN



Great, another violent gore fest from



Tarantino. It’s just what we need these days.




STUEY



Shall I start it?




BEN



Yep.

Stuey picks up the remote and presses play.




ERIKA



Look, before we start the movie, I need to tell


you guys something.




STUEY



(turning TV off)



Okay.

ERIKA



(gesturing, emotional)



I need to tell you guys something, and I would


really appreciate it if you didn’t pass any,


any judgment. 




STUEY



Of course, you know, of course we wont pass any


judgment.




BEN



We wouldn’t do that.

Erika takes a big sigh. A sigh filled with the anguish that has encompassed her.

ERIKA



Okay, um, I told you that Kevin and I had sex,


right.




STUEY



You had sex with Kevin?




ERIKA



Yes, I did.




BEN



(overlapping)



Yeah, she did tell us, Stuey.




ERIKA



I did tell you.




STUEY



You did?




ERIKA



Yeah, remember, I told I met him at the party.




STUEY



(overlapping)



Oh, right, right, right, yeah, I-I remember 


now. Oh, yeah, how could I forget. 




ERIKA



You remember now?




STUEY



(nodding)



Yeah.




ERIKA



Okay, um, anyways, I slept with him and-




(puts her hand on her




forehead)



Oh, God.




BEN



What?

Erika begins to cry, sob uncontrollably. She puts her hand her eyes.




BEN



Oh, my God.




STUEY



Erika, Erika, wh-wh-what’s wrong.




BEN



(overlapping)



Erika, why are you crying?




ERIKA



(through the tears)



It’s just, I didn’t tell you guys because 


I was scared, and frightened, and I didn’t know


what to do.




BEN



Erika, what the hell happened?




ERIKA



(gesturing)



I was, I was pregnant.

Stuey and Ben sit back in disbelief.




STUEY



My God, Erika, you were pregnant.




ERIKA



Yes!




BEN



Wait, what you mean you were pregnant?




ERIKA



I had an abortion.




BEN



(surprised)



You had an abortion?




ERIKA



See, you two are already passing judgment.




STUEY



We are not passing judgment, were just 



surprised you didn’t tell us; we would 



have helped you, you know, we would’ve-we



would’ve-




ERIKA



I didn’t know what to do. I was confused, 


I didn’t-I didn’t expect this to happen, you 


know. And Kevin thought it was best that I 


should have an abortion, and-




BEN



Did you think an abortion was best?




ERIKA



I don’t know, it probably was for the best. I


couldn’t tell my parents about this and Kevin 


was going away, so-




STUEY



Gee, I’m sorry.




ERIKA



It’s okay. But-but I don’t want to talk about


this anymore.




(she wipes her eyes)



Let’s talk about something else.




STUEY



All right.




(pause)



I think I might be cured of writers block.




ERIKA



Really?




STUEY



Yep, and Melody and I have been having great 


sex.




ERIKA



(comical)



NO!




BEN



Melody is hot. You had sex with her?




STUEY



Yep, she really got my creative juices flowing.


You know, and she’s taught me a thing or two 


about sex.




BEN



Is she any good in bed?




STUEY



She’s fantastic. You know, I feel, I feel very 


natural when I make love to her. I feel like a 


different person; it’s like another world, and


I know that sounds like a cliché, but I don’t 


give a shit. I don’t care. She has reinvented


me. The Stuey that you’re speaking to now is 


new Stuey. 




ERIKA



As opposed to what, the old, lovable Stuey. You


know-




BEN



(interrupting)



-I think I might be bisexual!

Erika and Stuey get a flabbergasted look on their faces and immediately turn their heads as a result of Ben’s sudden admition. 




ERIKA



What?




STUEY



(overlapping)



Say what?




BEN



(gesturing)



Now, Stuey, please, I don’t want to hear your 


heterosexual, alpha male, gay bashing opinion. 


I just want your support and Erika’s support.


This is a decision that I have decided to make 


after much, scrutinized debate in my head. I am


equally attracted to both sexes; I like, both,


male and females.




(not looking at her)



And, Erika, I can feel that stark, glowing look


of yours. What are you thinking?

Erika’s expression is full of wonder; her fingers conveniently placed on her lips.




ERIKA



Ben, I mean, it’s just such a...such a



surprising revelation. How long have you felt


this way.




BEN



I mean, honestly, my entire life, really. But I 

didn’t start to face them until recently. You 


know, I put these feelings in the back of my


mind. I thought they would go away, you know,


like a scratch or something.




STUEY



You know, Ben, I feel very, very insulted by 


you. Do you honestly think I am a gay basher.




BEN



Well, you know, you take certain risks telling


a straight male you’re bisexual. It seems to be


a topic that they do not like to discuss.




STUEY



You know, I-I-I will be very supportive of you,


Ben.




BEN



Really?




STUEY



Yeah, I mean, I love gay guys. They’re so cool,


and awesome, and have great taste. I would be 


gay, you know, if I didn’t have an overwhelming


attraction to the female sex.

BEN



I’m not gay, I mean, I really don’t see why I 


should label myself. I’m curious. God, I feel 



Like a movie right now with all these 



revelations.




ERIKA



Well, I mean, we’ve got a movie in front of us.




BEN



No, I mean, I mean in the theatre.




STUEY



There’s nothing out there. Mighty Aphrodite 


doesn’t come out till October.

Ben stands up.




BEN



Clueless is out, right.

The others stand up and follow Ben out of the room.




ERIKA



(walking offscreen)



Yeah, Alicia Silverstone jackpot. 








CUT TO:

INT. UPPER EAST SIDE APARTMENT-BEDROOM-EVENING

Nicole, wearing only underwear and a t-shirt, is pacing around her room smoking a cigarette. She’s thinking. Thinking, thinking, thinking.

INT. LIVING ROOM-SAME

Nicole is sitting on a window on a couch in front of a large glass window. The window overlooks the New York City skyline as the sun slowly sets. She puffs the smoke in and out. Going with the motions.

INT. LIVING ROOM-LATER

Nicole is sitting on a couch with a channel changer in her hand. She is watching television; she sits on the couch flipping through the channel. Mary, Nicole’s mother, appears behind Nicole wearing a white apron.




MARY



Nicole, dinner is almost ready.




NICOLE



Hey, Mom.




MARY



Yes, sweetheart.




NICOLE



Can I talk to you about something?




MARY



Sure, of course, sweetheart.

Mary takes a seat next to Nicole on the couch. Nicole turns the television off.




MARY



What’s up?

There is a brief silence as Nicole tries to think of way to begin the conversation.




NICOLE



There’s this guy in my life.




MARY



Oh, boy troubles. What happened to Josh?




NICOLE




We broke up, please do not ask. Anyways, I met 


this guy, his name is Phil, I met Phil about a


month ago, and we-we are great friends, you


know. And we were hitting it off, and, one 


afternoon, we were in the park and he kissed 


me. And I, I rejected him like a bitch. I 


was caught completely off guard, you know, 



and-and I didn’t know how to react.




MARY



Did you like him?




NICOLE



I think so, yeah. It’s just I haven’t 



completely broken up with Josh yet. I mean, 


he’s-Phil is-is really great. He’s wonderful; 


he’s a terrific guy, you know. But I was so 


thrown when he kissed me, because I didn’t


expect it. I didn’t think he liked me like 



that.




(sighs)



You know, but-but I really don’t what to do 


about it. I haven’t talked to him in a long 


time, and I really like him. I don’t what to 


do, I don’t know if he even wants to talk to 


me after what happened. 




MARY



Honey, I think you’ve made up your mind, now 


you just need to follow your heart.




NICOLE



You think so?

MARY



Yes, you do. Guys are very tricky, and you’re 


only sixteen. You have so much to learn about 


love and life. I have faith that you will learn 



it all with grace. And, honey, you have know


idea how happy you’ve made me by confiding in


me.

There is a brief silence.




MARY



I love you, sweetheart.




NICOLE



I love you too, Mom.








CUT TO:

INT. NIGHTCLUB-NIGHT

The club is packed with people. Some dancing, some doing whatever. Phil, Slim, and Manni are standing at the bar. They lean on the counter that separates bartender and customer. “Paid for Loving” by Love Jones plays on the soundtrack. The three guys lean on the bar waiting for Rachel. Manni is snorting cocaine, while the other two stare offscreen.




PHIL



(to Slim)



Man, how much longer till Rachel gets here?




SLIM



She should be here any minute now.

CUT TO: A series of shots around the club: Women enjoying drinks; men trying to score them; people dancing. The film cuts back to Phil, Slim, and Manni. Rachel has arrived and gives Slim a kiss on the lips. She has her arms around Slim’s shoulders




RACHEL



Hi.




SLIM



Hi.




RACHEL



What are we doing here?




SLIM



I thought maybe we could have some fun at the 


club. Do some shots, some X, whatever.




RACHEL



Ah, Slim, baby, why do we have to do this club


bullshit. It’s boring, and it just makes you do


all these drugs.




SLIM



Come on, I got us into the V.I.P room.




RACHEL



How’d you do that?




SLIM



I got connections, come on.

Slim leads the three away from the bar en route to the V.I.P room.

INT. CLUB-V.I.P ROOM-SAME

Phil sits next to Manni and a few random people on a red couch on the V.I.P room. Phil is drinking a tequila based drink and stares off into the camera, while Manni snorts cocaine. We pan over to Rachel and Slim, who are sitting on a nearby couch.




RACHEL



Slim, honey, baby, can we please leave now. 


Please.




SLIM



(sipping on a drink)



Leave?




RACHEL



Yeah.




SLIM



I don’t want leave now, we just got here. Come 


on, we don’t have to leave.




RACHEL



Yeah, come on, I mean, let’s just go. I don’t 


want to stay here anymo-let’s just get out of 


here.




SLIM



I mean, if you really want to go, we’ll go.




RACHEL



Yeah, let’s just leave.




SLIM



All right, let me get the guys. 

Slim stands up and walks offscreen; Rachel scoots down the couch.




SLIM



(offscreen)



Hey, guys, come on, come on, we gotta go.




PHIL



What?




SLIM



Let’s go, we gotta bounce.

EXT. OUTSIDE CLUB-SIDEWALK-SAME

Manni, Slim, and Phil are walking down a sidewalk outside of the club; Rachel is elsewhere. They don’t walk together. Phil is in the lead; Slim is behind of him, but still sort of next to Phil; while Manni is slightly behind the other two.

A group of guys, five maybe six tough, hardened guys, passes the trio. Phil accidentally bumps into one of the guys. The TOUGH GUY stops. He is bald.




TOUGH GUY



Hey, watch where you’re going!

Phil stops, turns around, and takes a hard look at the Tough Guy. Manni, in the background, continues to snort cocaine.




PHIL



What?




TOUGH GUY



I said watch where your fuckin’ going!




PHIL



Man, fuck you!

The Tough Guy inches and closer to Phil.




TOUGH GUY



What did you say to me!?




PHIL



Go fuck yourself, asshole.




SLIM



Hey, Phil, come on, let’s go, come on.




TOUGH GUY



Man, who do you think you’re talkin’ to?




PHIL



I talking to you, you monkey faced



Motherfucker!

The crowd the tough guy is traveling begins to get rowdy and shouts obscenities. The Tough Guy grabs Phil by the shirt.




TOUGH GUY



You want me to whop your ass!




PHIL



Kiss my ass!

The Tough Guy begins shaking Phil. Slim begins to intervene. He tries to get the Tough Guy off of Phil.




SLIM



Hey, come on, come on, stop-stop it! What are 


you doing!




TOUGH GUY 



You really want me to fuck you up.

In the background, we see Manni collapse to the ground. He is suffering from a drug overdose. Only the Tough notices Manni.




TOUGH GUY



Oh, shit!




PHIL



(screaming)



Come on, come on, hit me, hit me, motherfucker!

The Tough Guy let’s go of Phil, backs up, and stares at an offscreen Manni.




TOUGH GUY



Oh, my God, oh, my God!




PHIL



What, come on, you pussy!

The Tough Guy turns around and, with his group, runs from the scene.




PHIL



Come on, come on, where do you think you’re 


going?!

Slim turns around and sees the dying Manni.




SLIM



Oh, Shit!

Phil looks at Slim.




PHIL



(breathing heavily)



What?

Phil turns around and sees Manni lying on the ground, shaking.




PHIL



Oh, shit, oh, shit!

Phil runs over to the ailing Manni, kneels to the ground, and begins pressing his chest.




PHIL



(panting, crying)



Oh, my God! Oh, my God! Oh, no, come on, Manni!


No, no, Manni, come on! Come on, damn it! I 


need some help! 




(turns to Slim)



Slim, Slim, get some help! Get someone to help! 

Call 911!




SLIM



(overlapping)



What’s wrong with him. What’s happening!

We hear the offscreen voice of Rachel, while Slim runs offscreen to get help.




RACHEL



(offscreen)



Slim, Phil, what’s going on?!

The camera pans over to Rachel who is running towards the scene. She stops in front of Phil, who is trying to resituate Manni.




RACHEL



(frantic)



Oh, my God! What’s going on! What happened to 


him?!




PHIL



I don’t know, I think he might have overdosed 


or something! Please, call 911! Call 911, 


Rachel!

Rachel runs down the sidewalk, the opposite direction of Phil and Manni.




PHIL



Oh, come on, Manni. Please, just-just 



don’t-don’t-

Phil begins to sob uncontrollably while pressing Manni’s chest. The tears stream down his shirt.








CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL E.R.-NIGHT

Manni is lying on a gurney with a breathing tube in his mouth. Paramedics are rushing Manni into an operating room. Phil is following them, but stops once they enter the hospital. He stares off at his friend who is lying on the gurney.

INT. HOSPITAL HALLWAY-SAME

Phil is talking on a payphone, which is next to a series of payphones.




PHIL



(distraught)



He’s-he’s-I don’t know, you know. I don’t 


know his condition, Nicole. I don’t know, but 


can you please come right now.




(pause)



Thanks.

Phil hangs the phone up. Rachel, who is standing nearby, approaches Phil. She is crying.




PHIL



Can you, can you call Miss A, please. I can’t 


make any more phone calls. 




RACHEL



(nods)



Sure, yeah.




PHIL



I’m gonna go sit down.




RACHEL



Okay.

Phil walks offscreen, while Rachel goes to payphone, puts her money in, and dials a number.

INT. SOHO APARTMENT-BEDROOM-SAME

Miss A is sleeping in her bed when a telephone, near her bed, begins ringing. Miss A, sleepily, sits up in the bed and turns a lamp on, which is on a bedpost next to the phone. She answers the phone.




MISS A



Hello?




(pause)

Rachel, uh, wait, wait, calm down. What’s 

wrong?





(pause)



Rachel, please, calm down. I cannot understand 


a word a you’re saying...Rachel, honey, please 


talk a little slower...What?

Miss A’s expression turns to one of shock. She turns her and listens to Rachel.








CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL WAITING ROOM-SAME

Phil is sitting by himself in the waiting room. Nicole has arrived and walks towards Phil.




NICOLE



Hi.

She sits next to him.




PHIL



Hi. I would get up, but-




NICOLE



No, no, it’s okay. How is he?




PHIL



I don’t know yet. They haven’t told me



anything.




NICOLE



What happened?

Phil begins to tear up.




PHIL



(wiping his eyes)



Umm-




(shakes his head)



Oh, God, I-we were outside a club, and I guess 


Manni had been doing drugs all night. He just 


collapsed. I guess he just overdosed or 



something. But he wasn’t, you know, a drug 


addict. I can’t understand this happened to


him. Why not me? I don’t, I don’t-

Nicole, suddenly, slowly grabs Phil’s face and looks into his eyes. Phil stops talking, and they gaze. And then, she slowly kisses Phil on the lips. The kiss is very sweet, and not so much sexual, as it is a kiss between to scared, confused teenagers. 

Nicole edges away and nothing is said. They look into each other’s eyes, then look away, and just sit quietly. They stare ahead.

The film abruptly cuts to Miss A walking through two automatic doors at the front of the hospital. She walks frantically to the waiting area where Phil and Nicole sit. Phil looks up from a sort of a trance state.




MISS A


Oh, Phil.




PHIL



Miss A, hi.




MISS A



Hi, Phil. Oh, my God.




PHIL



(pointing to Nicole)



This is my friend, Nicole. 




(points to Miss A)



Nicole, this is my teacher, Miss A.

They shake hands and say their hellos.




PHIL



(pats the seat to his 



left)



Sit down.

Miss A sits down next to Phil.




NICOLE



(to Phil)



I’m gonna go to the bathroom. I’ll be right


back.




PHIL



Okay.

Nicole stands up and walks offscreen.




MISS A


(teary)



So-so, how is he?




PHIL



We don’t know yet. The doctors haven’t told us


anything. 

Miss A sits back in her chair.




MISS A


I can’t believe this has happened. I just, I 


can’t fathom this.




PHIL



Miss A, I don’t know what happened out there. 


It just happened so fast.




MISS A



I thought this was gonna happen, but I just 


can’t believe this has happened.




PHIL



(crying)



Miss A, I’m tired. I’m really, really tired. I


am tired of all this bullshit. I cannot do this 



anymore. I’m tired.




MISS A



(gestures)



Come here.




PHIL



What?




MISS A



Come here.


Phil, slowly, moves over and lies on Miss A’s lap. She sets her hand on his head. He lies on her lap like a young child in need. She delivers her next lines with her gentle, soft spoken voice.

MISS A



I know this is really, really hard on all of


us. I know about your drug habit. I know all 


about it.




(starts to cry)



I didn’t think that it would come to this; I 


had hope. I had the hope that maybe the problem


would just go away; it would solve itself 


somehow. I don’t think I knew how to handle it 


properly.




PHIL



It’s not your fault, Miss A.

She sighs. She gently rubs the stream of tears from her eyes. Despite the tears, her voice stays strong.




MISS A


I’m gonna get you help, Phil. I’m gonna get 



You, and Slim, and, hopefully, Manni. You’re 


gonna be all right, okay. It’s gonna be okay. 


You all are going to get help. Rehab, whatever


it takes. Your parents don’t need to know, I’ll 

make it work. You’re gonna be okay. You’re 


gonna be fine. I’ll do anything to help, you’ll 

be fine.

The camera slowly moves away from the two, as it is being pulled away from them. We gradually fade out. 








FADE UP:

EXT. GREENWICH VILLIAGE-SAME

Erika, Ben, and Stuey are walking down a sidewalk.




 BEN



The movie was great.




ERIKA



Yeah.




STUEY



Yes, it was perfect. Just a few holes, but 


overall it was pretty.




ERIKA



Oh, come on, it was great.

Ben cell phone begins ringing.




ERIKA



Is that yours, Ben?




BEN



Yeah.

Ben takes his giant, black, 90’s-esque cell phone and answers it.




BEN



Hello?




(pause)



Oh, hi, Rachel, hey.

Ben stops walking; Stuey and Erika do the same.




BEN



What?




(pause)



Oh, my-oh, my God. Oh, okay, we’ll be right 


there. Were right near there.




(pause)



Okay, I’ll see you there in a few minutes.

Ben hangs up the phone.




ERIKA



What’s going on?




BEN



You remember that Manni kid we met at the 


party.

The two nod.




BEN




Well, apparently, he overdosed on cocaine at 


some club, and the doctors say he’s close to 


death.




ERIKA



Oh, my God.




BEN



They’re at New York Hospital right now.








CUT TO:

INT. HOSPITAL-WAITING ROOM-SAME 

Ben, Erika, and Stuey have arrived at the hospital and are saying their hellos to Nicole, Miss A, Rachel, Slim, and Nicole. A DOCTOR approaches the group. The group turns around the doctor.




DOCTOR



Umm, you all can see him now.

INT. CCU PATIENT ROOM-SAME

The group is standing around Manni, who is sleeping on a hospital bed. IV tubes slither in his arm as he rests peacefully.




DOCTOR



He should make a full recovery. We weren’t sure


he if he was gonna make it. He had flat lined


twice, but we had managed to save him. We gave 


him a sedative, so he should be asleep for a 

few hours. I’ll be outside, if you need me, 



just ask a nurse a nurse for me.

They are all dead silent.




DOCTOR



Okay.

The Doctor walks out of the room. Rachel, who is crying, walks next to Manni. She grabs his hand and squeezes it; she bends down and whispers something inaudible into Manni’s ear. She stands up, but not before amiably touching Manni’s cheek and kissing his hand.

Rachel rejoins the rest of the group. CU: POV of, if Manni were awake, Manni looking at the group as thy watch him. The fear and hope that consumes their faces. Painstaking, arduous looks of hope, faith, and fear consume the group. We gradually fade out.








FADE UP:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL-MORNING

Stuey, Phil, and Manni are walking up the steps that lead to the High School. Hundreds of teenagers surround them.




PHIL



(voiceover)



So, Manni survived that night. We all survived


that night. And in September, we began our 


senior year. 

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL HISTORY CLASSROOM-SAME

Miss A stands at the front of a classroom. She is giving a lecture. Phil, the ever-good student, is taking notes, but then looks up at Miss A. A somber song plays on the soundtrack.




PHIL



(voiceover)



Miss A put up all the money for us




to go to rehab. Miss A was our savior; she was 


our lifeline. She meant the world to us, and no


one could mess with our bond.

Miss A briefly looks at Phil and gives him a warm smile, and a nod. Phil gives an affectionate smile to Miss A.








CUT TO:

EXT. UPPER EAST SIDE STREET-AFTERNOON

Nicole and Phil are walking down a sidewalk. Nicole is in her school uniform.




NICOLE



(voiceover)



I never used to understand why people do the 



things they do. But that summer gave some 


insight: people are just as confused as I am. 


No one knows what they want, so we fight for 


what we don’t. I continued my friendship with 


Phil because he is something I know I want. He


gave something I wanted; he gave me something 


different. Some pleasurable aspect of life that


is far to often ignored.








CUT TO:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY-DAY

Stuey, with his arm around Melody, is walking in a crowded hallway with Erika and Stuey.




STUEY



I stayed with Melody. She gave me happiness, 


she gave me creativity








CUT TO:

INT. APARTMENT-BEDROOM-DAY

Melody and Stuey are sitting on a bed. Melody is in only bra and panties, and Stuey in underwear. Melody is holding a copy of one of Stuey’s brilliant works. All of their dialogue is inaudible due to the music on the soundtrack, but Melody’s gesturing show’s that she is reviewing and giving creative advice to Stuey’s writings.








CUT TO:

INT. STUYVESANT HIGH SCHOOL HALLWAY-DAY

The group is walking down a hallway.




STUEY



(voiceover)



As you can see, she was very influential. And



Ben was still experimenting, of course.

A guy walks next to Ben and begins chatting him up.





STUEY



(voiceover)



And Erika, well, Erika...








CUT TO:

EXT. POOL-AFTERNOON

The pool area is pretty empty. Erika, in full formal clothing, falls backwards into the pool. She lies underwater. 

She is smiling as she lies, full of life, in the pool. The smile represents her freedom. Her new perception of the world radiates through her smile.

ERIKA



(voiceover)



And sometimes, when everything gets so hard. 


Things become unbearably difficult, and life


seems so painful, and death becomes the coward 


way out, you’ve gotta come up for air.

Erika, with the strength of Spartan warrior, pulls herself out of the pool and comes up for air. Her smile luminously radiates her beauty.




ERIKA



(vocieover)



The only thing you can do...is come up for 


air, right.








FADE TO BLACK

THE END

